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PR OL O U E. 
pPßpoken by a Shabby Poet. 


2 
1 


E Gods ! «what Crime bad ny pour Father dine, 
That you ſhould make a Poet of his Son? 
Or is t for ſome great Services of his, | | 
Fare pleas d to compliment bis Boy —— with this? © * 
| [chewing his Crown of Laurel, 
The Honour, I mi needs confeſs, is great, / 
If, with his Crown; you'd tel: bim æubere to cat. ; 
is quel. gut I have more Complaints lool here! © 
| [chewing his ragged Coat. 
Hark ye ; D'ye think this Suit good Winter Near? ; 
Ina cold Morning; whu——at a Lord's Gate, 92 
How you haus let the Porter let me wait: 
You'll ſay, perhaps, you know F'd get no Harm, 
_- given me Fire enough to keep me warm. — 
A World of Bleffings to that Fire aue aul 
Without it I'd n& er made this Princely Show. 
T hawe a Brother too, ng, ht, «+104 a 
| | [Looking behind the Scenes. 
A buſy Man amongſt us here to-night : 
Your Fire has made bim play a thouſand Pranks, 
For which, no doubt, you've had his daily Thanks ; 
He'as thankd you, fir ſt, for all bis decent Plays, 
Where he ſo nick'd it, when be aurit for Praiſe. 
Next for his meddling with ſome Folks in black, 
And bringing Souſe 4 Prieft upon bis Back”; 
For building Houſes bert foblige the Peers, 
And fetching all their Houſe about bis Ears; 4 
For 2 new Play, be as now thought fit to aurite, | 
To ou the Town——which they bill damn to-night, - 
eſe Benefits are ſuch, no Man can doubt Me 
But he'll go on, and ſet your Fancy out, 
Tull for Reward of all his noble Deeds, 
At laft, like other ſprightly Folks, be ſpeeds : 
Has this great Recompence ſix d on bis Brow 
A, famd Parnaſſus ; has your leuwue to bow 
And walk about the Streets —Equipp'd—as I am now. 
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Corinna, 3 to Gripe by a for- 
mer Wife, a Fortune, young, 
and kept very cloſe her Father. 
ppanta, Clariſſa 's 

Amlet, a Seller of all Sorts of 
Affairs to the Ladies. 


private 
Claggit, her Neighbour. 


12 Hager. 
Mr. Booth.” 


l % — _ 4 
* N n 3 
KV 
3 


Mrs. — 
Ms u 7 ; 


12 Vill. N 5 
Fn. Bakr, Mate BE: 
W 


ACT I. SCENE 1. 


sen Covent-Garden... I 


—_— 
* 1 
„ 


Enter Mex. Amlet and M1. Clog Ag 


— oo D-morrow, Neighbour ; J00 ama. | 
x 2 „Neighbour Cloggit } 2822 2 | 
5 * 8 * at our Houſe this Morning ? 5 


os, Thank you kindly, Mere. b, 
* WINX If thank you kindly ; how do you do, i | 


py? 
2p" Ami. At the old rate, Neighbour, poor and honeſt a 
| ” theſe are hard times good lack. - 
- Clog. If they are with you; what Wader with us? 
You have a good Trade going, all the great Folks in 
Town hel Np you off with your Merchandiſe. | 
e ys belp us off with wares hey hoy, : 


2 For 1 | ROS. 

-.* Clog. Well tis a thouſand pities, - Mes, Anker they 4 4 
not as ready at one, as they are at Yother ; For net | | 
Wong. ar __ give very Parr —_—_ | | Y „ 
A 7 1 1 _ 
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Anl. O for that, let us do em Juſtice, Neighbour ; they 
never make two Words about the Price, all they haggle 
about is the Day of Payment. 

Clag. There's all the Diſpute, as you ſay. 

Ami. But (that's a wicked one: For my part, Neigh- 
bour, Lm juſt tir d off my with trotting after em; 
beſides, it eats out all our Profit. Would you believe it, 
Mrs. Claggit, Thave worn out four Pair of Pattens, with 
following my old Lady Youthful, for one Set of falſe Teeth, 
and but three Pots of Paint. 

Clog. Look you there now. | 

Aml. If they wou'd but once let me get encugh by em, 
to keep a Coach to carry me a dunning after em, there 
would be ſome Conſcience in it. | | 3 

Clog. Ay, that were ſomething. But now you talk of 
Conſcience, Mrs. Amlet, how do you ſpeed among your 
City Cuſtomers ? - 

Anl. My City Cuſtomers! Now by my Truth, Neigh- 
bour, between the City and the Court (with Reverence be 
it ſpoken) there's not a———to chooſe. My Ladies in 
the City, in the Times paſt, were as full of Gold as they 
were of Religion, and as punctual in their Payments as 
they were in tpeir Prayers; but ſince they have ſet their 
Minds u Quality, adieu one, adieu t'other, their Mo- 
ney and Heis Conſciences are gone, Heaven knows where. 
There is not a Goldſmith's Wife to be found in Town, 
but's as hard- hearted as an ancient Judge, and as poor as 
a towering Dutchels. . 2 | 2 

Clog. But what the murrain have they to do with Quali- 
ty, why don't their Huſbands make 'em mind their Shops ? 

Am. Their Huſbands! their Huſbands, ſay'ſt thou, 
Woman? Alack, alack, they mind their Huſbands, 
Neighbour, no more than they do a Sermon. | 
| Clog. Good-lack-a-day, that Women, born of ſober Pa- 
rents, ſhould be prone to- follow ill Examples ! But now 
we talk of Quality, when did you hear of your Son Rich- 
ard, Mrs. Amlet ? My Daughter Flipp ſays ſhe met him 
t'other Day in a lac'd Coat, with three fine Ladies, his 
Footman at his heels, as gay as a Bridegroom. 

Anl. Is it poſſible ? Ah the Rogue! Well, Neighbour, 
all's well that ends well; but Dick will be hang'd. 
ug. That were a pity. - | | 
An. Pity indeed; for he's a hopeful young Man to 
look on; but he leads a Life Well Wheve 
he has it, Heav'n knows; but hagge, he pays his Club 
with the beſt of em. I have FS once theſe three 
7; 3641-5 Months, 
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Months, Neighbour, and then the Varlet wanted Money 
but I bid him march, and march he did to fome pu 1 
for in leſs than an Hour, back comes my Gen in- 
to the Houſe, walks to and fro in the Room, with his Wi 
over his Shoulder, his Hat on one Side, whiſtling a Mz. 
nuet, and toſſing a Purſe of Gold from one Hand to tother, 
with no other Reſpect (Heaven bleſs us!) than if it had 
been an Orange. Sirrah, ſays I, where have you got that? 
He anfwers me never a Word, but ſets his Arms a-kimbo, 
cocks his ſaucy Hat in my Face, turns about upon his un- 
gracious Heel, as much as to ſay kils——and I've never 
{et Eye on him ſince. 

Clog. Look you there now; to ſee what the Youth of 
this Age are come to . 

Anil. See what they will come to, Neighbour. Heaven 
ſhield us, I fay ; but Dick's upon the gallop. Well, I'muſt 
bid you good-morrow; I'm going Where 1 doubt 1 ſhall » 
meet with a ſorry Welcome. | | 

Chg. To get in ſome old Debt, I'll warrant you. 

Aml, Neither better nor worſe. | 

Clog. From a Lady of Quality? . | | 

Aml. No, ſhe's but a Serivener's Wife; but the lives as 
well, and pays as ill, as the ftatelieft Counteſs of em all. 

¶Exeum feveral aways. 


Enter Brafs ſolur. 


Braſs. Well, ſurely thro' the World's wide Extent, there 
never appeared fo impudent a Fellow as my School-fellow,.” 
Dick, to paſs himſelf upon the Town for a Gentleman, 
drop into all the beſt Company with an eaſy Air, as if his 
natural Element were in the Sphere of Quality; when the 
Rogue had a Kettle-Drum to his Father, who was hang d 
for robbing a Church, and has a Pedlar to his Mother, 
who carries her Shop under her Arm. But here he comes. 


Enter Dick. 


Dick. Well, Braſi, what News? Haſt thou given my 9 
Letter to Flippanta 5 
Braſs. T'm but juſt come; I han't knock d at the Door 
yet. But I have a damn'd Piece of News for ou. 
Dick. As how ? | | . 
Braſs. We muſt quit this Country. by 
Dick. We'll be hang'd firſt. _ 
Braſs. So you will if you ſtay. 
A. 4 Dick. 
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25 — — what's the matter ? 
; - Phere's a Storm a coming. 
Dick. From whence ? 
Braſs. From the worſt point in the 
Dic. The Law! Why what have I to do with 
,- - Braſs. Nothing, and therefore it has ſomething to do 
with you. 
Dick. Explain. 2 | | 
- Braſs. You know you cheated a y Fellow at Pic- 
quet t other Day, of the Money he had to raiſe his Com- 


1 Dick. Well, what then ? 
Bra. Why, he's ſorry he loſt it. 

” Dick. Who doubts that ? F | 
Braſt. Ay, but that is not all, he's ſuch a Fool to thin 
of complaining on't. 

Dick. Then I muſt be fo wiſe to ſtop his Mouth. 
Braſs. How? 3 
* Give him a little back ; if that won't do, ſtraw. 
m. 
Braſs. You »re very quick in your Methods. i 
Dick. Men muſt be fo that will diſpatch Buſineſs. 
Braſs. Hark you, Colonel, your Father dy'd in's Bed? 
Digk. He might have done, if he had not been a Fool. 
Braſs. Why, he robb'd a Church, | 
Dick. Ay, but he forgot to make ſure of the Sexton. 
Braſs. Are not you a great Rogue ? 
Dick. Or I ſhould wear worſe Clothes. 
1 Hark you, I would adviſe you to change your 
Dick. And turn Ballad Singer. 
f Braſs. Not ſo neither. 
Dick. What 1 ? 7 * 
Braſs. Why, if you can is you ench, res 
. yp 4 bonel. ek Mei * 
Dick. That's the way to be ſtary'd. 

_ Braſs. No, ſhe has Money enough to buy you a good 
Place, and pay me into the Bargain for helping her to fo 

good a Match. Vou have but this Throw left to fave 
Fou, for you are not ignorant, Voungſter, that your Mo- 

ruls begin to be pretty well known about Town; have a 

care your noble Birth and your honourable Relations are 

not diſcover d too: there needs but that to have you toſs'd 

in a Blanket, for the Entertainment of the firſt Company 

af Ladies you intrude into; and then, like aduwful Son, 
248 
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may daggle about with your Mother, and ell - Paint : 


you may 0 
She's old and weak, and wants ſomebody to carry her 


ST her. How like 2 — vou look, with a 
air lod Shoes, your 4 to Ears, 
and A Bind-box * your n M Leo 

_ Dick. Why faith, Braſs, I think thou art in the right 
on't ; I muſt fix my Affalrs quickly, or Madam Fortune 
will be playing ſome of her Bitch Tricks with me : There- 
fore I'l] tell thee what we'll do; we'll purſue this old 
Rogues Daughter heartily ; we'll cheat his Family to 
purpoſe, and they ſhall atone for the reſt of Mankind. 
: __ Have at her then, I'll about your Bulineſs Pre- 
nt 

Dial One Ki. and Suceeſs attend hee. 
| [ Exit Dick. | 

Braſs. A great 1 1 N Wo 2 
when I have got the Thing into a oſture, 
ſign and ſeal, or Fll have him — out of the Horſe 
like a Cheeſe Now for Flippanta. ¶ He knocks.} 


Enter Flippanta, 


Flip. Who's that? Braſs ! 

Braſs. Flippanta 

Flip. What want you;. Rogue 8 Face ? 

Braſs. Is your Miſtreſs dreſs d? 

Flip. What, already? Is the Fellow drunk? 

Braſi. Why, with reſpe& to her Looking-Glafs, it's 
almoſt two. 

Flip. What then, Fool? 

Braſs. Why then it's Time for the Miſtreſs of the- 
Houſe to come down, and look after her Family. 

' Flip. Pr'ythee don't be an Ow-I. Fhoſe that go to Ped” 
at Night may riſe in the Morning; we that go to Bed in 
the Morning riſe in the Afternoon. 

Braſs. When does ſhe make her Viſits then ? 

Flip. By Candle-Light; it helps off a 3 
on 5 we Women hate inquiſitive Sunſhine; But do you 
know that my Lady is going to turn good Houſewife ? 

Braſs. What, is ſhe going to dic ? 

Flip. Die! 

Braſs. Why, that's the only way to ſave Money for her 


Family. 


Flip. No; but ſhe has _—_ of a Proje& to fave 
Chair Hire. - | 
Braſ As how? hk 


A 5. Fly- 
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Flip. Why, all the Company ſhe us d to keep abroad the 
now intends ſhall meet at her own Houſe. Your Maſter 
has advis'd her to ſet up a Baſſet - Table. 

Braſs. Nay, if he advis'd her to it, it's right; but has 
ſhe acquainted her Huſband with it yet? | 

Flip. What to do? When the Company meet, he'll ſee 


Braſs. Nay, that's true, as you ſay, he'll know it ſoon 
Eno * 

Flip. Well, I muſt be gone; have you any Buſineſb 
with my Lady ? 

Braſs. Ves; as Ambaſſador from Araminia, I have a 
Letter for her. 

Flip. Give it me. 

Braſs. Hold and as firſt Miniſter of State to the 
Colonel, I have an Affair to communicate to thee, 
Hip. What is' t? quick. T | 

Braſs. Why—————bhe's in love. 

Flip. With what ? 

Braſs. A Woman——and her Money together. 

Flip. Who is ſhe! 

Braſs. Corinna. 
Flip. What wou'd he be at? | 
Braſs. At her if ſhe's at leiſure. 


Flip. Which way ? 41 
He has ordered me to demand 


Braſs. Honourably 
her of thee in Marriage. 

Flip. Of me? 91 
way Why, when a Man of Quality has a mind to a 
City Fortune, woud'ſt have him apply to her Father and 
Mother ? | | 

Flip. No. 

Braſs. No, fo I think : Men of our End of the Town 
are better bred than to uſe Ceremony. With a long Per- 
riwig we ſtrike the Lady, with à -you-know-what we ſof- 
ten the Maid; and when the Parſon has done his Job, we 
open the Affair to the Family. Will you flip this Letter 
into her Prayer-Book, my little Queen ? It's a very paſſi- 
onate one It's ſeal'd with a Heart and a Dagger; 
you may ſee by that what he intends to do with himſelf. 

lip. Are there any Verſes in it? If not I won't touch 


- 


. | 
Braſs. Not one word in Proſe, it's dated in Rhyme. 


7 4 [ $he takes it. | 
Flip. Well, but 


have you brought nothing elſe ? ' 
Braſs. 


; =» " —_ . 1 a Þ 
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Braſs. God forgive me; I'm the forgetfulleſt 
Fs Letter for you too here tis in 28. 
but it's in Proſe, you won't touch it. 1 7 

Flip. Ves, hang it, it is not good to be too dainty. 
Braſs. How uſeful a Virtue is Humility ! Well, Child, 
we ſhall have an Anſwer to-morrow, ſhan't we); 

Flip. I can't promiſe you that; for our young Gentle- 
woman is not fo often in my way as ſhe would be. Her 
Father (who is a Citizen from the Foot to the Forehead of 


him) lets her ſeldom converſe with her Mother-in-law and 


me, for fear ſhe ſhould learn the Airs of a Woman of Qua- 
lity, But I' take the firſt Occaſion : See there's my La- 
dy, go in and deliver your Letter to her. th 
SCENE, A Parkur: 

Enter Clarifla, followw'd by Flippanta and Bras. 


Clar. No Meſſages this Morning from any body, Flip 
panta ? Lard, how dull that is! O, there's Braſs ! I did 


not ſee thee, Braſs. What News doſt thou bring? 
Braſs. Only a Letter from Arammta, Madam. 
Clar. Give it me 
am ſo lazy to-day. Sitting down. 
Braſs. (to Flip.) Be ſure now you deliver my Maſter's 
as carefully as I do this. 
Flip. Don't trouble thyſelf, I'm no Novice. 
Clar. {to Braſs.) Tis well, there needs no Anſwer, 
ſince ſhe'l] be lere fo ſoon. | 


Braſs. Your Ladyſhip has no farther Commands then? 


Car. Not at this time, honeſt Braſs. ef 
; U 2. 


xit Braſs. 


Flip. Madam. 

Clar. My Huſband's in Love. 
Flip. In Love? | 
Clar. With Arammmta. 

Flip. Impoſſible 


of it. 
Flip. Methinks you are not very much alarm'd. 
Clar. No; thou know'ſt I'm not much tortur'd with 
Jealouſy. ; 
Flip. Nay, you are much in the right on't, Mada; 
for J-alouſy's a City-Paſſion, tis a thing unknown, a- 
mongſt People of Quality. ü 0 | 


[Exeunt.. 


open it for me, Flippanta, I 


Clar. This Letter from her, 1s to give me- an Account 


Car. 


* 


— ̃d‚— 


* 
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__ .Clar. Fy! a Woman muſt indeed be of a mechanick 
Mould, who is either troubled or pleas'd with any thing 
her Huſband can do to her. Pr'ythee mention him no 
more; tis the dulleft Theme. 

Flip. Tis ſplenetick indeed. But when once you open 
Four Baſſet-Table, I hope that will put him out of your 


_..: Clar. Alas, Fhppanta, I begin to grow weary even of 
the 1 of that too. 

7 22 ſo? | | 

Why, I have thought on't a and a Night 
already, and four-and-twenty Hours, u know'ſt, is 
h to make one weary of any thing. 

. Fap. Now, by my Conſcience, you have more Woman 
in you than all your Sex together: You never know what 
you would haye. Vo 

Clar. Thou miſtakeſt the Thing quite; I always know 
what I lack, but I am never pleas'd with what I have. 
'The Want of a thing is perplexing enough, but the Poſ- 
ſeſſion of it is intolerable. | — 

Fp. Well, I don't know what you are made of, but 
other Women would think themſelves bleſt in your Caſe ; 
handſome, witty, lov'd by every body, and of fo happ 
-a Compoſure, to care a Fig for no-body. You have no 
one Paſſion, but that of your Pleaſures, and you have in 
me a Servant devoted to all your Deſires, let them be as 
extravagant as they will: Yet all this is nothing; you can 
ſtill be out of Humour. | 
Clar. Alas, Thave but too much Cauſe. 
Flip. Why, what have you to complain of ? | 
.  Clar. Alas, I have more Subjects for Spleen than one: 
Is it not a moſt horrible thing that I ſhould be but a 
Scriveners Wife ?!——— Come, don't flatter me, 
2 you think Nature defign'd me for ſomething plus 
eleve. | 8 

Flip. Nay, that's certain ; but on the other fide, me- 
thinks, you ought to be in ſome meaſure content, ſince 
you live like a Woman of Quality, tho* you are none. 
_ Clar. O fy! the very Quinteſſence of it is wanting. 
Flip. What's that? +; 
Clar. Why, I dare abuſe no- body: I'm. afraid to af- 
front People, tho I don't like their Faces; or to ruin 
their Reputations, tho' they pique me to it, by taking ever 
h Pains to preſerve 'em : I dare not raiſe a Lye of 
an, tho” he neglects to make Love to me; nor report 
AWoman to be a Fool, tho' ſhe's handſomer than I am. 


Is 


— 


* 


* 


People out of Doors, . what L 


owe them. 

Flip. All this is very hard indeed. 

Clar. Ah, Flippanta, the Perquiſte of Quality a ai 
unſſ le Value. 
Flip. They are of ſome Uſe, I muſt confeſs 3 but we 
muſt not expect to have every thing. You have Wit and 
Beauty, and a Fool toyour Huſband : Come, come, Ma- 
dam, that's a good Portion for one. 

Clar. Alas, what ſignifies Beauty and Wit, wha: one 
dares neither jilt the Men, nor abuſe the Women ? *Tis a 


fad thing, Flippanta, when Wit's confin'd, tis worſe than 
the rikag of the Lights; I have been ſometimes. almoſt - 


choak'd with Scandal, and durſt t not cough it up for want 
of being a Counteſs. © 
2 Poor Lady! A thing, 3 4 
Clar. O Liberty is a ippanta ; it's a 
great help in Converſation to have leave to ſay what one 
Will. * ſeen a Woman of Quality, who has not had 
one Grain of Wit, entertain a whole Company the moſt 
agreeably in the World, only with her Malice. But tis 
in vain to repine, I can't mend my Condition, till my Huſ- 
band dies: ſo I'll ſay no more on't, 8 of making 
the moſt of the State I am in. 
Flip. That's your beſt way, Madam; ak in order to 
it, pray conſider how you'll get ſome ready Money to ſet 
your Baſſet Table going; for that's neceſſary. 


Clar. Thou fay'ſt true; but what Trick I ſhall play my 


Huſband to get + don't know : For my Pretence of 


loſing my Diamond Necklace has put the Man into ſuch 3 
Paſſion, I'm afraid he won't hear Reaſon. 


Flip. No matter; he-begins to think tis loſt in earneſt + 
So I fancy you may venture to ſell it, and raiſe Money 
that way 

Clar. That can' t be, for he has left odious Notes with all 
the Goldſmiths in Town. - 


Flip. Well, we muſt pawn it then. | % 
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In ſhort, I dare not ſo much as bid my Footman kick the 


* 


Clar. I'm quite tir d with dealing with theſe Pan 5 


brokers. 


FS. . I'm afraid you'll continue the Trade a great while, 


that. [ide Fo 


4 


N 
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Enter Jeſſamin. 


Jefſ. Madam, there's the Woman below that ſells Paint 
and Patches, Iron Bodice, falſe Teeth, and all forts of 
things to the Ladies ; I can't think of ber Name. 

5. Tis Mrs. Amlet, ſhe wants 

Clay. Well, I han't enough for myſelf, it's an unren 
ſonable thing ine ſhould think I have any for her. 

22 ee png Jade. 

are all People that come a 
. What will — with her? * 
Clar. I have juſt now thought on't. She's very rich, 


Flip. Borrow! Sure you jeſt, Madam. 


Clar. No, I'm in earneſt ; I give thee Commiſſion to de 


It for me. 
Flip. Me 
Clar. Why doſt thou ſtare, and look fo ungainly ? Don't 
I fpcak tobe undetiivod ? 
| Flip. Yes, I underſtand you well enough; but Mrs. 


Clar. But Mrs. Amlet muſt lend me ſome Money, where 


ſhall I have any to pay her elſe ? 
Flip. That's true; Er Oct ir truly... But. 
here ſhe is. 


Enter Mrs. Amlet. 


Clar. How d'you do? How d'yon do, Mrs. Amlet? 
T han't ſeen you theſe thouſand Years, and yet I believe I'm 
down in your Books 

And. O, Madam, I don't come for that, alack. 

Flip. Good-morrow, Mrs. Amlet. 

Ani. Good-morrow, Mrs. Flippanta 

Clay. How much am I indebted to you, Mrs. Amlet ? 

Aml. Nay, if your Ladyſhip deſires to ſee your Bill, I 

reve I may have it about me. There, Madam, if it 
ben't too much t atigue to you to look it over. 

Cler. Let me ſee it, for I hate to be in Debt, where I 
am obliged to pay. [Afide.]J——| Reads} Imprimis, For 
bol out the Counteſs of Cromp's left Hip———O fy, 
this does not belong to me. 

Aml. I beg your Ladyſhip's Pardon. I miſtook indeed; 


us a Counteis's Bill I have writ out to little Purpoſe. I 
| urniſh'd 


that Woman is, Flppants, I'll borrow ſome Money of 
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furniſh'd her two Years ago with three Pair of Hips, and 
am not paid for them yet : But ſome are better Cuſtomers 
than ſome. There's your Ladyſhip's Bill, Madam. 

Clar. For the Idea of a new -tnvented COmmode——— 
Ay, this may be mine, but 'tis of a prepoſterous length, 
Do you think I can waſte time to read every Article, Mrs, 
t? I'd as lief read a Sermon. 

Aml. Alack-a-day, there's no need of fatiguing your - 
ſelf at that rate; caſt an Eye only, — — 
upon the Sum Total. 

Clar. Total; fifty-fix Pounds - and odd things. 

Flip. But fix and fifty Pounds 

Aml. Nay, another body would have made it twice as 
F goes along with a moderate 
Profit. 

Clar. Flippanta, go to my Caſhier, let him give you 
ſix and fifty Pounds. Make haſte : Don't you hear me? 
fax and fifty Pounds. Is it fo difficult to be comprehended. 

Flip. No, Madam, I, I comprehend ſix and fifty 
Pounds, but—— - | 

Clar. But go and fetch it then. 

Flip. What ſhe means, I don't know; [ A/ide.] but 1 
| ſhall, I ſuppoſe, before 1 bring her the Money. 


Clar. [Setting ber Hair in 4 Pocket-Glafs.] T2; 
2 you follow gives * a great deal of Trouble, Mrs. 
4 

Aml. e 2 World of Pain, Madam, and yet 
there's fmall Profit, as your Honour fees by your Bill. 

Clar. Poor Woman | Sometimes you have great Loſles, 
Mrs. Amlet. 

Aml. I have two thouſand Pounds owing me, of which 


I ſhall never get ten Shilli 
| You have a great Charge of Chil- 


Clar. Poor Woman | 
dren, Mrs. Amlet ? © 

Au. Only one wicked Rogue, Madam, who, 1 . 
will break my Heart. 

Clar. Poor Woman! 

Aml. He'll be hang'd, Madam—that will be the End of 
him. Where he gets it, Heaven knows; but he's always 
ſhaking his Heels with the Ladies, and his Elbows with 
the Lords. He's as fine as a Prince, and as gim as the 
beſt of them; but the ungracious Rogue tells all he comes 
near that his Mother is dead, and I am but his Nurſe. 

Car. Poor Woman 


* 
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Anl. Alas, Madam, he's like the reſt of the World; 
every body is for appearing to be more than they are, and 
that ruins all. 

Clar. Well, Mrs. Amlet, you'll excuſe me, I have a 
little Buſineſs, 2 will bring you your M pre- 
ſently. Adieu, . Amlet. [Exit Clariſſa. 

Aml. I return our Honour many Thanks. [Cola.] Ah, 
there's my g Lady, not ſo much as read her Bill ; if 
the reſt were like her, I ſhould ſoon have Money enough ta 


go as fine as Dick himſelf. 
Enter Dick. 


CO Sure a muſt have given my Letter by this 
need [ Afide.} I long to know how it has been received. 
Aml. Miſericorde / what do I ſee ! 

Dick. Fiends and Witch my Mother f 

Aml. Nay, tis he my poor Dick, what art thou 
9 Eb. Wb Misfortune I Aide. 

Dick. ta 

Aml. Good Lard ! how bravely re, thou art. But 
it's all one, I am thy Mother An: and tho* thou art a 
wicked Child, Nature will ſpeak, I love thee ftill ; ah, 
Dick, my poor Dick. ¶ Embracing him.) 

Dick. Blood and Thunder ! will you ruin me ? [Break- 
ing from ber.) 
Al. Ah, the Palphemous Rogue, how he ſwears ! | 
_ Dick. You Sides all my Ho 
Aml. Will your Mother's iſs deſtroy yon, Varlet ? 
Thou art an ungracious Bird ; kneel — and aſk me 
Bleſſing, Sirrah. 

Dick. Death and Furies ? 

Am. Ah, he's a 1 young Man, ſee what a Shape 
he has: ab, your hild. ¶ Running to embrace bim, be 

ill avoiding ber.] 
4 -Dick. Oons, keep off, the Woman's niad. If any body 
comes. my Fortune's loſt. 

Am!. What Fortune, ba? ſpeak, Graceleſs. Ah Dick, 


thou' lt be han d, Dict. 
Dick. „ dear Mother, now, don't call me Dick 


here. 

Aml. Not call thee, Dick! Is it not thy Name ? What 
mall T call thee? Mr. Amlet ? ha! Art not thou a pre- 
ſumptuous Raſcal? Hark you, Sirrah, I hear of 44 
Tricks; you diſown me for _ Mother, and ſay 


your Nurſe. Is not this trug 


Pick, 


THE CONFEDERACY. 17 


Dick. No, I love you; I reſpe& you; [Taking ber 
Hand.] I am all Daly. But if you A er al here, you 


ruin the faireſt Proſpe& that Man ever had. 


Aml. What Pro ? ha! Come, this is a Lye now. 

Dick. No, my honour'd Parent, what I ſay is true, I'm 
about a great Fortune. T'll bring you home a Daughter- 
in-law, in a Coach and fix Horſes, if you'll but be quiet 
I can't tell you more now. | 

Aml. Is it poſſible ! | 

Dick. Tis true, by Jupiter. 

Aml. My dear Lad 
Dick. For Heaven's fake ———— 
Aml. But tell me, Dick 
Dick. I'll follow you home in a Moment, and tell you - 


all. 
Anl. What a Shape is there © 
Dick. Pray, Mother, go. | 
Aml. ] muſt receive ſome Money here firſt, which ſhall 
go for thy Wedding Dinner. 
Dick, Here's ſomebody coming; S'death, ſhe'll betray 
me. 


Enter Flippanta. [ He makes Signs to his Motber. ] 


Dick. Good-morrow, dear Flippanta; how do all the 
Ladies within ? A 

Flip. At your Service, Colonel; as far at leaft as my In» 
tereſt goes. 


Anl. Colonel !—Law you now, how Dick's * ! 

22 

Dick. Waiting for thee, Flippanta, I was making Ac- 
quaintance with this old Gentlewoman here. & 

Aml. The pretty Lad, he's as impudent as a Page, 


1 | [fide 

Dick. Who is this Woman, Flippanta? 

Flip. A Gin of all Trades; an old daggling Cheat, that 
hobbles about from Houle to Houſe to bubble the Ladies 
of their Money. I have a ſmall Buſineſs of yours in my 
Pocket, Colonel. a 

Dick. An Anſwer to my Letter ? 

Flip. So quick indeed! No, it's your Letter itſelf. 

Dick. Halt thou not given it then yet? 

Flip. IJ han't had an Opportunity; but *twon't be long 
firſt, Won't you go in and ſee my Lady ? 

Dick. Yes, I'll go make her a ſhort Viſit, But, dear 
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——— don't forget: My Life and Fortune are in your 


Flip. Ne'er fear, T'll take Care of em. | 

Aml. How he traps em; let Dick alone. [ Afide.} 

Dick. Your Servant, good Madam. [To bis Mother.) 
[ Exit Dick. 

Anl. Your Honour's moſt devoted. A pretty, civil, 
well-bred Gentleman this, Mrs. Flippanta. Pray whe 
may he be ? ; 

Flip. A Man of great Note; Colonel Shapely. 

Aml. Is it poſſible! I have heard much of him indeed, 
but never ſaw him before: One may ſee Quality in every 
Limb of him: He's a fine Man truly. 

Flip. I think you're in love with him, Mrs. Amlet. 

Anl. Alas, thoſe Days are done with me; but if I were 
as fair as I was once, and had as much Money as ſome 
Folks, Colonel Shapely ſhould not catch Cold for want of 
a Bedfellow. I love your Men of Rank, they have 
— in their Air does fo diſtinguiſh em from the Raſ- 
cality. : 
Flip. People of Quality are fine Things indeed, Mrs. 
Amlet, if they had but a little more Money; but for. want 
of that, they are forc'd to do Things their great Souls are 
aſham'd of. For Exampie—here's my Lady——ſhe owes 
you but fix and fifty Pounds | 

Aml. Well! 

Flip. Well, and ſhe has it not by her to pay you. 

Aml. How can that be ? 

Flip. I don't know; her 'Caſh-keeper's out of Humour, 
he ſays he has no Money. | 

Aml. What a preſumptuous Piece of Vermin is a Caſh- 
keeper ! Tell his Lady he has no Money ?——Now, Mrs. 
Flippanta, you may fee his Bags are full, by his being ſo 
 -aucy. f 

Flip. If they are, there's no Help for't; he'fl do what 


he pleaſes, till he comes to make up his yearly Accounts. | 


Am. But Madam plays ſometimes, ſo when ſhe has good 
Fortune, ſhe may pay me out of her Winnings. 

Flip. O n&er think of that, Mrs. Amlet : if the had 
won a thouſand Pounds, ſhe'd rather die in a Gao), than 
pay off a Farthing with it; Play-Money, Mrs. Amlet, 
amongſt People of Quality, is a facred Thing, and not to 
be profan'd. *Tis conſecrated to their Pleafutes, *twould 
be Sacrilege to pay therr Debts with it. 


Am. _ what ſirall we do then? Por I kat't one Penny 


to- buy Bre 
95 Flip. 
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Flip. III tell you——it juſt new comes in my 
Head: I know my Lady has a little Occaſion for Money at 
this time; ſo——if you lend her a hundred Pounds 
——do you ſee, then ſhe may pay you your fix and fifty out 


of it. 


Aml, Sure, Mrs. Flifpanta, you think to make a Fool 


of me. ; 
Flip. No, the Devil fetch me if I do——You ſhall have 
2 Diamond Necklace in Pawn. 


Aml. O ho, a Pawn! That's another Cafe. And 
when mult ſhe have this Money ? 


Fl:p. In a Quarter of an Hour, 
Al. Say no more. Bring the Necklace to my Houſe, 


it ſhall be ready for you. 


Flip. I'Il be with you in a Moment. - 
Aml. Adieu, Mrs. Flippanta. | 
Flip. Adieu, Mrs. Amlet. [Exit Amlet. 


Flippanta ſola. 


80 this ready Money will make us all happy. This 
Spring will ſet our Baſſet Table going, and that's a Wheel 
will turn twenty others. My Lady's young and hand- 
ſome ; ſhe'll have a dozen Intrigues u>2n ker Hands, be- 
fore ſhe has b22z twice at her Prayers. So much the 
better ; the more the Griſt, the richer the Miller. Sure 
never Wench got into ſo hopeful a place : Here's a For- 
tune to be fold, a Miftreſs to be debauch'd, and a Maſter 
to be ruin'd. If I don't feather my Neſt, and get a good 
Husband, I deſerve to die both a Maid and a Beggar. 
Exe uni. 


ACT Il. SCENE, Mr. Gripe's Houſe. 
Enter Clariſſa and Dick. 


Clar. HAT in the Name of Dulnefs is the matter 
with you, Colonel ? You are as ſtudious as a 
crack'd Chymiſt. 

Dick. My Head, Madam, is full of your Husband. 
Clar. The worſt Furniture for a Head in the Univerſe. 
Dick. I am thinking of his Paſſion for your Friend 
Aram inta. ; 
Clay, Paſſion ?—— Dear Colonel, give it a lefs violent 
Name, 7a 
| Entey 
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Enter Braſs. 


Dick. Well, Sir, what want you ? 

Braſs. The Affair I told you of goes ill. {To Dick; 
.} There's an Action out. : 

Dick. The Devil there is ! 

Clar. What News brings Braſs ? 

Dick. Before Gad I can't tell, Madam; the Dog will 
never ſpeak out. My Lord what-d'ye-call-hun waits 
for me at my Lodging ; Is not that it ? 

Braſs. Yes, Sir. 

Dick. Madam, I ask your Pardon. 

Clar. Your Servant, Sir. [Exeunt Dick and Brak, 
Jeſamin [She fits down.] 


Enter Jeſlamio. . 


ww a 
92 


Jeſ. Madam. 
Clar. Where's Corinna? Call her to me, if her F> 

ther han't lock'd her up: I want her Company. 

k | Jeſ. Madam, her Guitar-Mafter is with her. 
* Clar. Pſha ] ſhe's always taken up with her impertinent 
u Quitar- in. Flippanta Er an Age with that old Fool, 
=_ Mrs. Amlet. And Araminia, before ſhe can come 
abroad, is ſo long a placing her Coquet-Patch, that I 
muſt be a Year without Company. How inſupportable 
is a Moment's Uneaſineſs to a Woman of Spirit and 


Pleaſure ! 


Enter Flippanta. 


Car. O, art thou come at laſt? Pr'ythee, Flippanta, 
learn to move a little quicker, thou know'ſt how unpa- 
tient I am. 2 _ 

Flip. Yes, when you expect Money: If you had ſent 
me to buy a Prayer-Book, you'd have thought I had 


Car. Well, haſt thou brought me any, after all? 
Flip. Yes, I have brought ſome. There, [giving ber 0 
a purſe) the old Hag has ſtruck off her Bill, the reſt is you 
in that Purſe. a 
; Clar. Tis well z but take care, Flippanta, my Hu- 
band don't ſuſpect any thing of this, twould vex him, 
and I don't love to make him uneaſy: S0 I would = 
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kim theſe little ſort of Troubles, by keeping em from 
his Knowledge. 
Flip. See the Tenderneſs ſhe has for him, and yet 
he's always complaining of you. 
Clar. Tis the Nature of em, Flippanta ; a Huſband 
is a growling Animal. 
Flg. How exactly you define em . 
Car. Ol I know em, Flippanta ; eng I confeſs 
my poor Wretch diverts me times with his ill Hu- 
mours. I wiſh he wou'd quarrel with me to-day a lit- 
tle, to paſs away the Time, for I find myſelf in a vio- 
lent Spleen. | | 
Flip. Why, if you pleaſe to drop yourſelf in his ways 
fix to four but he ſcolds one Rubber with you. 
Clar. Ay, but thou know'ſt he's as uncertain as the 
Wind, and if, inftead of quarrelling with me, he ſhou'd 
chance to be fond, he'd make me as fick as a Dog. - 
Flip. If he's kind, you muſt provoke him, if he kiſſes 
you, {pit in his Face. 
Clar. Alas, when Men are in the kiſſing Fit, (like 
Lap-Dogs) they take that for a Favour, | 
lip. Nays then I don't know what you'll do with him. 
Clar. T'll e'en do nothing at all with him F- 
danta. [Tawning.] - ö , : 
Flip. Madam. 


1 Clar. My Hood and Scarf, and a Coach to the Dcor. 
3 Flip. Why, whither are you going? 7 
t 1 Clar. I can't tell yet, but I wou'd go ſpend ſome Mo- 
ble ney, fince I have it. | 


Flip. Why, you want nothing that I know of. 

Clar. How aukward an Objection now is that, as if a 
oman of Education bought things becauſe ſhe wanted 
em. — always diſtinguiſhes itſelf ; and therefore, as 
he mechanick People buy things, becauſe they have Oc- 
aſion for em, you ſee Women of Rank always buy 
things becauſe they have not Occafion for em. Now there, 
Flippanta, you ſee the Difference between a Woman that 
has Breeding, and one that has none. O ho, here's Ara-- 

minta come at laſt, | 


Enter Araminta. 


Clay. Lard, what a tedious while you have let me expect 
you ! I was afraid you were not well; how d'ye do to- 


1y > 
Aram. 
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ight. h 

Flip. Methinks, Madam, you are pretty well awake, 

ever, 

Aram; O, tis not a little thing will make a Woman of 
my Vigour look drowſy. 

. Clar. But, priythee, what was't diſturb'd you? 

Aram. Not your Huſband, don't trouble yourſelf ; at 
leaſt, 1 am not in-love with him yet. 

Clar. Well remember'd, I had quite forgot that Mat- 
ter. I wiſh you much Joy, you have made a noble Con- 
gueſt indeed. ; 

Aram. But now I have fubdu'd the Country, pray is it 
worth my keeping? You know the Ground, you have 
try d it. 

Clar. A barren Soil, Heaven can tell. 

Aram. Vet if it were well cultivated, it would produce 
ſomething to my Knowledge. Do you know tis in my 
Power to ruin this poer Thing of yours? His whole Eſtate 
1s at my Service. 

Flip. Cods-fiſh, ſtrike him, Madam, and let my Lady 

your Halves. There's no Sin in plundering a Hut- 

» ſo his Wife has ſhare of the Booty. | 
Aram. Whenever ſhe gives me her Orders, I ſhall bs 
very ready to obey em. 

Car. Why, as odd a thing as ſuch a Project may ſeem, 
Araminta, I believe I ſhall have a little ſerious Diſcourſe 
with you about it. But, pr'ythee, tell me how you have 
paſs d the Night ? For I am ſure your Mind has been rov- 
ing upon ſo;..e pretty thing or other. | 

Aram. Why, I have been ſtudying all the ways my 


Brain could produce to plague my Huſband. + 


Clar. No Wonder indeed you look fo freſh this Morn- 
ing, after the Satisfaction of ſuch pleaſing Ideas all 


Night. 


Aram. Why, can a Woman do leſs than ſtudy Miſ- 
chief, when ſhe has tumbled and toſs' d herſelf into a Burn- 
ing Fever, for want of Sleep, and fees a Fellow lie 
ſnoring by her Side, ſtock- ſtill, in a fine breathing Sweat? 

Clar. Now fee the Difference of Women's Tempers: 
If my Dear wou'd make but one Nap of his whole Life, 
and only waken to make his Will, I ſhou'd be the hap- 
pieſt Wife in the Univerſe, But we'll diſcourſe more of 
thele Matters as we go, for I muſt make a Tour among 
the Shops. 


Aram. 


D Oo 


S een 


— — 
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Aram. I have a Coach waits at the Door, we'll talk of 
ept em as we rattle alon 


Clar. The beſt in Nature, for you know a Hack- 
ke, ney Coach is a natural —— 


pretty-little Pair of amiable Per- 
ſons are there gone to hold a Council of ION 
Poor Birds! What wou'd they do with their Time, if 
laguing their Huſbands did not em to Employment! 
9 — for 4 4 — 

ny's for i it many a Woman 
2 But here comes Miſs. I hope I ſhall help her 
into the Holy State too e er long. And when ſhe's once 
there, if ſhe don't play her Part as well as the beſt of 
'em, I'm miſtaken, Han't I loſt the Letter I'm to give 
her ?—— No, here. tis; ſo, now we ſhall 

Nature - will work, with her, for Art ſhe knows 
Jets 


Flip- [ale] What a 


Exter Corinna. 


Cor. What does my Mother-in-law want with me, 
Flippanta ? They tell me, ſhe was aſking for med 
Flip. She's juſt gone out, ſo I ſuppoſe twas no great 
Buſineſs, 

Cor. Then I'll go into my Chamber again. 

Flip. Nay, hold a little if you pleaſe. I have ſome Bu- 
_ with you myſelf, of more Concern than what-ſhe had 
to lay to you. 

cl Make hafte then, for you know my Father won't 

my WM ber me keep you- Company; he ſays, you'll ſpoil me. 
Flip. I ſpoil you! He's an unworthy Man to give you 
Ln ſuch ill Impreſſions of a Woman of my Honour. 
al Cor. Nay, never take it to Heart, Fli , for] dont 
| believe a Word he ſays. But he does fo plague me with 
MIC. his continual Scolding, I'm almoſt weary of my Life. 
vg] Flip. Why, what is 't he finds fault with? 
Ba Cor. Nay, I don't know, for I never mind him ; when 
a he has babbled for two Hours together, methinks I have 
LS heard a Mill going, that's all. It does not at all change 
Life my Opinion, Flippanta, it only makes my Head ache. | 
F Flip. Nay, if you can bear it fo, you are not to be 
we. pity'd ſo much as I thought. . 
n Cor. Not pity'd | Why is not a miſerable thing, ſuch a 
MM young Creature as I am ſhould be kept in perpetual Soli- 
tude, with no other Company but a Parcel of old fum- 
1 838 bling 
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42; if my Mother-in- 
law would but ftand by. me a little, and encourage me, 
nud let meſkeep her C ny, I'd rebel againſt my Father 

. - to. monrow, and throw all my Books in the Fire. Why, 


Cor. T'li tell you what, Flippant 


Flip. 80 I ſhall ſpoil her. [Ade] Pray Heaven 
the C —— | 1 ö 3 
Cor. Look you: In ſhort, he may think what he pleaſes, 
de may think himſelf wiſe ; but Thoughts are free, and I 
may think in my turn. Im but a Girl, tis true, and a 
Fool too, if you believe him; but let him know a fooliſh 
Girl may make a wife Man's Heart ache; fo he had as 
good be OO NING it's out 5 
Hip. Very well, I — 1 Aabrmog have 
Spirit, it's a Sign ſhe'll come to ſomething. ? 
Cor. Ah, Fl if you wou'd but encourage me, 
you'll find me quite another thing. I'm a deviliſh Girl in 
the Bottom; I wiſh you'd but let me muke one amongſt 
ou. c - 
2 Flip. That never can be, *till you are marry'd. Come, 
examine your Strength a little, Do you think you durſt 
venture upon x Huſband ? | 
Cor. A Huſband ! Why a——if you wou'd but encou - 
rage me. Come, Flippanta, be a true Friend now. I'll. 
give you Advice, when I have got a little more Experi- 
ence. Do you in your very Conſcience and Soul think I 
am old enough to be marry'd ? = 
Flip. Old enough ! Why you are Sixteen, are you not ? 
| Cor. Sixteen! I am Sixteen, two Months, and odd 
. * Woman. I keep an exact Account. é 
| lip. The Deuce you are b 


Cor 


hy 
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Cor. 7 
4. Fa do, Faith, Child. 
m al 
Cor. Why then, to deal as fairly with you, 13 
8 with me, I ave thought — thne the thres 


Flip. Now I find you have more Wit than ever I 


thought you had; and to ſhew you what an Opinion 1 


have of your Diſcretion, Tl ſhew you a thing I W to 
have thrown in the Fire. 

Cor, What is it, for Jupiter's ſake ? 

Flip. A 


* My dear Flippanta 
Flip. What do you think it is? | 
Cor. I don't know, nor I we; but I'm mad to 
have it. 
Flip. It's a four corner'd Thing. 2 
Cor. What, like a Cardinal's Cap? i f 
Flip. No, tis worth a whole Conclave of em. How 


do you like it? [ Sbæwing the Leiter.] 


Cor. O Lard, a Letter Is there ever a Token 
in it? 
Flip. Ves, and a precious one too. There's handſome 
young Gentleman's Heart. 
Cor. A bandſome young Gentleman's Heart! [Afde.] 
Nay, then it's time to look grave, 
Flip. There. : 
Cor. I ſhan't touch it. 
Flip. What's the matter now ? 
Cor. I ſhan't receive it. 
Flip. Sure you jeſt. 
Cor. You' l find I don't. I underſtand myſelf better, 
_ to take Letters, when I don't know who they-are 
om. 
Flip. Lam afraid I commended your Wit too ſoon. 
Cor. Tis all one, I ſhan't touch it, unleſs I know wh 


Flip. Hey-day, it, and you'll ſee. 
Cor. Indeed I ſhall not. | 
Flip. Well then I muſt return it where I had it. 
Cor. That won't ſerve your turn, Madzm. My #«t!.er 
muſt have an Account of this. 
Flip. Sure you are not in earneſt? | 
Cor. You'll find I am. | 
B Flis, 


6 THE CONFEDERACY. 


Flip. So, here's fine Work. This tis to deal with Girls 
before they come to know the Diſtinctian of Sexes. 

Cor. Confeſs who you had it from, and perhaps, for 
this once, I mayn't tell my Father. 

Flip. Why then, fince it muſt out, twas the Colonel: 
But why are you ſo ſcrupulous, Madam ? 

Cor. Becauſe if it had come from any elſe——TI 
would not have given a Farthing for it. [ Twitcbing it 
gagerly out of ber Hand.) 

Flip. Ah, my dear little Rogue [Kiffing ber.) You 


Frighten'd me out of my Wits. 


Cor. Let me read it, let me read it, let me read it, 


let me read it, I fay. Um, um, um, Cupid's um, um, | 


um, Darts, um, um, um, B „ um, Charms, un 

um, um, um, true Lover, hum, um, Eternal Conflancy, 
um, um, um, Cruel, um, um, um, Racks, um, um, Tor- 
dures, um, um, fifty Daggers, um, um, bleeding Heart, 
um, um, dead Man. Very well, a mi 


ep in my Comb-box. 
Flip. Well——but what does he ſay to you? 


Cor. Not a Word of News, Flippaxia ; "tis all aboyt 
Buſineſs 5 


Flip. Does he not tell you he's in Love with you ? 
275 AY» = 2 me that before. 

Flip. How ſo? He never ſpoke to you. 

Cor. He ſent me Word by his Eyes. 


Flip. Did be fo ? mighty well. I thought you had been 


wo learn that Language. 
Cor. O, but you thought wrong, Fl: 


I know nothing. But you ſhou'd conſider, F/; 
the more one's alone, the more one thinks ; 
ing that improves a Girl. I'Il have 


I thought of Things would have made you ftare again. 

Flip. Well, fince you are fo well — in your Buſineſs, 
I ſuppoſe I need not inform you, that if you don't write 
your Gallant an Anſwer——he'll die, 

Cor. Nay, now, Flippanta, I confeſs you tell me ſome- 
thing I did not know - Do you ſpeak in ſerious Sad- 
nels? Are Men given to die, if their Miſtreſſes are four 
to'em ? 


Flip. vn II can't fay they all de No, — 


ty civil Letter, I. 
promiſe you; not one fmutty Word in it: I'll go lock it 


ippanta. What, 
becauſe I don't go a vĩſiting, and fee the World, you think - 

a, that 
tis think- - 
to know, when 1 
was younger than I am now, by more than 1'll boaſt of, 


8,3 £02 
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they all do; but truly, I believe it wou'd go very hard 
with the Colonel. 

Cor. Lard, I would not have my Hands in Blood for 
Thouſands ; and therefore, Flippanta if you'll en- 
courage me 

Flip. O, by all means an Anſwer. 

Cor. Well, fince you fay it then, Tul een in and do it, 
tho' I to you (left you ſhould think me too forward 
now) he's the only Man that wears a Beard, I'd ink my 
Fingers for. May be, if 'I marry him, in a Year or two's 
time I mayn't be ſo nice. [ Ade. ] [Exit Corinna. 

Flip. (ſola.) Now Heaven give him Joy; he's like to 
have a rare Wife o'thee. But there's Money, a Man 
has a Plaſter to his Sore. They have a bleſſed Time on't, 
who marry for Love. See !——o=-herc comes an Examples 
a——— Araminta's dread Lord. 


Enter Moneytrap. 
* any > Ab, Flippanta ! 766 


do you do? 
* „Thank you, Sir, well, at your Service. | 
* And ho does the good Family, your Maſter, 
our fair Miſtreſs? Are at home ? 

. Neither of them; my has been gone out 
tee two Hour and my Lady is juſt gene with your 

Men. Well, I won't ſay I have loſt my Labour, however, 
as long as I have met with you, Flippanta. For I have 


wih d a t while for an O nity to talk with you a 
— ou won't take it a if I ſhould aſk you a fer- 
eſtions? 


4 Provided you leave me to my Liberty in my An- 
17. What's this Cot-quean going to pry into now! 
Aide. 

Men. Pr'ythee, good Flippanta, how do your Maſter 
and Miſtreſs live together ? 

Flip. Live! Why——like Man and Wife, generally 
out 0 Humour, quarrel often, ſeldom agree, complain of 
one another 3 and perhaps both have reaſun. In ſhort, 
*tis much as tis at your Houſe. 

* Good - lack! But whoſe Side are you generally 


7 O' the right Side always, my Lady's. And if 
Il have me give you my Opinion of theſe Ma 
vir, I da not think . ˙• 


Mos, 
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Mon. Ha! 
Flip. Little, pecking, Erecping, ſneaking, ſtingy, to- 
* 22 dirty, cuckold y Things. 
Zan. : 
Flip. Fit for nothing but Taylors and Dm Norge. 
Mew. Hal : 


Flip. AD in a Manger, ſharlin and bi to flarve 
Gen with good ood Stomachs. e ings 


Fs A Cen upon Pleaſure, ſet to be 

Fh ure, ſet to a Pl 

4 nd r Women before —— 6. 
Non. A Hu is indeed | 


Flip. Sir I fay, bs fs ——— ——— evidann! 


| Wings, a Windmill without Sails, a Ship i in a Calm. 
Zion. Ha | 


F. A B without Money an empty Bottle 
44 Berz. 


Hip. A Lawyer without Knavery. 
Nan. Ha! 

Flip. A Courtier without Flattery. 
Mon. Ha 


Flip. A King without an Army or » People with 


ene. Have I drawn him, Sir ? 
Man. Why truly, Fl; a, I can't deny but there 
are ſome Lines of Reſemblance, But you know 


there ma xceptions. 

Flip. one's you, Sir, ſhall T deal plainly with you? 
Had I got a Huſband, I wou'd put him in mind, that he 
was marry'd as well as I. | 


Sings. : 
For avere I the Thing call d a Wife, 
And my Fool grew too fond of bis Poab'r, 


He ſbou d look hike an Aſs all bis Life, 
For a Prank that I'd play in an Hour. 


1 ol Jol la ra tol, &c. Do you obſerve that, Sir? 

Mor. Ido : and think you wou'd be in the right on't. 
But, pr'ythee, why doſt not give this Advice to thy Miſ- 
treſs ? 


Flip. For fear it ſhould go round to your EY Sir, for 
you know they are Play-fellows. | dg 


KL. 
« 
4 
7 


| 
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Non. O, there's no Danger of my Wife; ſhe -knows 
I'm none of thoſe Huſbands. L EM 
5 = jeg mes rhe knows that, * . 
14, I'm ſure ought to know it, Flippanta, for 
> ay” > but four Faults in the World. 
| Flip. And, pray what may they be? 


Mon. Why, I'm a 2 ſlovenly, I ſhift but once a 
'Y Week. ; F Sh 

Flip. Fough ! 

Men. 1 am ſometimes out of Humour, : 


Flip. Provoking | | 
Man. I don't.gwe her ſo much Money as ſhe'd have. 

Flip. Inſolent | N 
Mon. And a — perhaps I mayn' t be quite ſo young 
as I was, | 
Flip. The Devil ! 

Mon. O, but then conſider how tis on her Side, Flip- 
panta. She ruins me with waſhing, is always out 
—— wanting Money, and will never bs 
older. EVR, 

Flip. That laſt. Article, I muſt confeſs, is a little hard 
upon 1 E * y A 

2 Ah, Flippanta, didſt thou but know che dail 
Provocations I have, thou'dft be the firſt. to excuſe m 
en Faults. But now I think on't——Thoo art none of my 
o Friend, thou doſt not love me at all; no, not at all. 
Flip. And whither is this little Reproach going to lead 
u us nowW-? b | by 


he Mon. You have Power over your fair Miſtreſs, Fu- 
| panta. | 3 7 LIT? 
Flip. Sir! | 


Mon. But what then? You hate me. 
Flip. I underſtand you not. 

Mon. There's not a Moment's Trouble her naughty 
Huſband gives her, but I feel it too. 
Flip. I don't know what you mean. , 
Mon, Tf ſhe did but know what part I take in her gu- 
— ̃ ͥ ͤ ff! 
Hip. Mighty obſcure 
* Hon. Well, Tu ſay no more; bu. 
Miſ- Flip. All Hebrew. 

Mon. If thou wou'dft but tell her on't. 

Hip. Still darker and darker. | 
Mon. I ſhou'd nat be ungrateful. | 

Flip. Ah, now I begin to underſtand yom 

* — my Purſe, 
"143% 


3 


* 
. 
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time, you ſtand 
'em now. A Uſurer that parts with his 
ficient Proof of his Sincerity. 
hate my Wife, Fippanta. 


Fl of mers Ly Sir the Reins upon 
yu affion : Don't lot your Flaws rage too high, leſt my 
y ſhou'd be cruel, and it ſhould dry you up to a 


- "Tis i ſhe can be ſo barbarous, to let me 
Alas, Flippanta, a very ſmall Matter wou'd fave my | 


Tip. Then y'are dead——for we Women never grant 
any ro, thy lan who will be fatisfied with a little. 


your Lady'll find if er the thinks fit to be 
—ppNow I bpe you fr 2 my C 

Flip. Well, Sir, as far as my Credit goes, it ſhall be 
—_— in your Service. 

My beſt Flippanta——tell ber——T'm all hers— 
tell her——my Body's hers—tell her—my Soul's hers— 
and tell her Eise hers. Lard have mercy upon 
me, how I'm in Love 

Flip. Poor Man! what a Sweat he's in ! But hark 
I hear my Maſter ; for Heaven's ſake compoſe yourſelf a 
little, — in ſuch a Fit, om Conſcienee I finell 

out. 
10 Men. Ah dear, Im in ſuch an Emotion, I dare nor be 
fen; put me in this Cloſet for a Moment. 

Flip. C loſet, Man! it's too little, your Love wou 
ſtifle you. Go air If in 9 Fake, in : 
_ _—_— « [She puts bim out.} A rare Ad- 
venture, by my troth. This wilt be curious News to the 
Wives. Fortune has now put their Huſbands into their 


Hands, and I think they are too ſharp to neglect its Fa · 


I Kage 
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Enter Gripe. 


Gripe. O, here's the Right Hand ; the reſt of the Body 
ean't be far off. Where's my Wife, Huſwife ? 


Flip. An admirable Queſtion Why, ſhe's gone 
abroad, Sir. 


Gripe. Abroad, abroad, abroad already? Why, ſhe - 
uſed to be ſtewing in her Bed three Hours after this tj 
as late as tis: What makes her gadding ſo ſoon ? 
p. Buſineſs, I ſuppoſe. 
Gr 


- Buſineſs ! the has a pretty Head for Buſineſs 
truly : Q ho, let her change her way of living, or I'll 
make her change alight Heart for a heavy one. 


Flip. And wiry would you have her change hey way of 
living, Sir? You ſee it agrees with her. She never look'd 
better in her Life. 

Gor ipe. Don't tell me of her Looks, I have done with 
her Looks long ſince. But I'll make her change her Life, 
Fd | 


Flip. Indeed, Sir, you won't. 
Gripe. Why, what ſhall hinder me, Inſolence ? 


Hip. That which hinders moſt Huſbands ; Contrad- - 
uon. 


Gripe. Suppoſe I reſolve I won't be contradictedꝰ 
Flip. Suppoſe ſhe reſolves you ſhall ? 


Gripe. A Wife's Reſolution is not good by Law. 
Flip. Nor a Huſband's by Cuſtom. 


Gripe. I tell thee, I will not bear it. 

Flip. I tell you, Sir, you will bear it. 

Gripe. Oons, I have borne it three Years already. 
Flip. By that you ſee 'tis but giving your Mind to it. 
Gripe. My Mind to it! Death and the Devil! My Mind 
to it ! 


- 


Flip. Look ye, Sir, you may ſwear and damn, and call 
the Furies to aſſiſt you; but till you apply the Remedy 

to the right Place, you'll never cure the Diſeaſe. You fancy 

you have got an extravagant Wife, is t not ſo ? ESE 
8 Pr ythee change me that Word Fancy, and ut 

is ſo. 

Flip. Why there's it. Men are ſtrangely troubled with 
the Vapours of late. You'll wonder now, if I tell you 


you have the moſt reaſonable Wife in Town : And that all 
the Diſorders you think you ſee in her, are only here, here, 
kere, in your own Head, [Pumping bis Forehead.) 

A | Gripe. 
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_  Cripe. She is then, in thy Opinion, a reaſonable We- 


man ? 
Flip. By my Faith, I think fo. 
Gripe. I ſrall run mad ——Name me an Extravagance 
in the World ſhe is not guilty of. 
Flip. apa me an Extravagance in the World ſhe is 
:i:ty of. | 
Ge. Come then; Does not ſne put the whole Houſe 
in Diſorder? 
Fl;þ, Hot that I know of, for ſhe never comes into it 
but to ſleep. 
Oripe. "Tis very well: Does ſhe employ any one Mo- 
ment of her Life in the Government of her Family ? 
Flip. She is fo ſubmiſſive a Wiſe, the leaves it entirely 
to o 
Gripe. Admirable ! Does ſhe not ſpend more Money in 
Coach-hire, and Chair-hire, than would maintain fix 
Children? | 
Flip. She's too nice of your Credit to be ſeen daggling 
in the Streets. 


Gripe. Good! Do I ſet Eye on her ſometimes in a 


Week together? x 

Flip. That, Sir, is becauſe you are never ſtirring at ths 
fame time; you keep odd Hours; you are always going 
to Bed when ſhe's riſing, and riſing juit When ſhe's com- 
ing to Bed. 

Gripe. Yes, truly, Night mto Day, and Day into 
Night, Bawdy-Houſe Play, that's her Trade ; but theſe 
ere Trifles: Has ſhe not loft her Diamond Necklace? 
Anſwer me to that, Lig: 1 5 

Flip. Yes; and has ſent as many Tears after it, as if 
it had been her Huſband. 

Gripe. Ah 
reſolvd, and I will put a ſtop to the Courſe of her Life, 
or I will put a ſtop to the Courſe of her Blood, and ſo ſhe 
mall know, the time I meet with her; ¶Aſide.] which 
tao' we ere Man and Wife, and lie under one Roof, tis 
vcty poſ:ible may not be this Fortnight. [ Exit Gripe. 

Flip. | fola.] Nay, thou haſt a bleſſed time on't, t 
muſt be confeſs d. What a miſerable Devil is a Huſband! 
Inſupportable to himſelf, and a Plague to every thing about 


him. Their Wives do by them, as Children do by Dogs, 


teaſe and provoke em, till they make them fo curs d, 
they ſnarl and bite at every thing that comes in their reach. 
This Wretch here is grown preverſe to that degree, he's 
for his Wife's keeping at home, and making Hell of his 

Houſe, 


the Pox take her; but enough. Lis 


eee. = rr 
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Houſe,” ſo he may be the Devil in it, to torment her. How 
niggardly ſoever he is, of all things he poſſeſſes, he is wil- 

her Miſery, it The Expence of his own 
— But he'd as good be ſtill, for he'll miſs of his 
Aim! If I know her (which 1 chink I do) ſhe'll ſet his 
Blood in ſuch à Ferment, it ſhall bubble out at every Pote | 
of him; (whilſt - hers is ſo quiet in her Vene, ber Pulſe 


e — g — Ars (Exit. 
Acer m. , 
$ c E NE, Mrs. Amlet's Houſe 
5 en Dick. 15 


37 


H E R E's this old . bar 
the Devil, no- body at Home? Bar her ſtrong 
Box !——And the Key in't! tis ſo. Now Fortune be my 
Friend, What the Deuce Not a Penny of Money in 
Caſh !\——— Nora Chequer Note Nor a Bank Bill 
——-{ Searching the ſtrong Box. Nor a crooked Stick 
or a Mum here's  ſomething— A Diamond. 
Necklace, by all the Gods l. Oons the old Woman 
Zeſt. TClaps the Necklace in hit 8 tes r run. and aſks. 
an. — * 21 10 


A 


Pray Mother, pray to, Cc. 
Anl. Is it poſſible Dic upon his humble Knee! 
» A R be _ unte- 


— I'm come; my dear Mother, to pay my Duty to 
you, and to aſkyour Conſent to , k 

Aml. What a Shape is there | | 

Dick. To aſk your Conſent, I ſay, to marry a great 
Fortune; for what is Riches in this World without a: 
Bleſſing? And how can there be a Ar — | 
ſpect and Duty to Parents? | - 

Aml. What a Noſe he has! 


Dick. And therefore, it being the Paty of every me 
Child ver 20. Uiſpoſe of himielt jg roomy we without 


—— 4 
B:£ * 4 


Lord love thee, { im. for 
* 
? Eyes to 
In 
thou haſt in ſtare for her ? Ha! 
ke a Piece of with her ? 
Speak, Bird, do: Don't be modeſt and hide thy Love 

thy Mother, for I'm an indulgent Parent. 

ick. Nothing under Heaven can prevent my good For- 

N —— 
Anl. Then thou art ftill aſnam d of thy natural Mother 

—raceleſa! Why, I'm no Whore, Sirrah. 


Ami. No; jon's as good as the beſt of em 


and tho' I'm old, I'm chaſte, Raſcal you. 

Dick. Lord, "that is not the Thing we talk, of, Mother 
Al. I think, as the World goes, may be proud 
— — — 
Dick. Oons, Vartue is not the Caſe 
a Where ſhe may bave a good Example before her 
Dick. O Lord! O Lord? © Lord? . 
Anl. Tm a Woman that don't fo much as encourage 
an incontinent Look. towards me. 
; Dick, I tell you, *zdeath, I tell * 78 
Anl. If a Man ſhould make an uncivil Motion to me, 


— 


I'd ſpit in his laſcivious Face 2 And all this you may tell 
. 
Ani. 't you ſwear, you - you t you 

ſwear ; we ſhall have you damn d at laſt, and then I thall 

be diſgrac'd. 
Dick. Why then in cold Blood hear me ſpeak to you 4 

I tell you it's a City Fortune I'm about, ſhe cares not a 

Fig for your Virtue ; ſhe'!]. hear of nothing but Quality: 


She has quarrell'd with one of ber Friends for having a 


better Complexion, and is reſolved ſhe'll marry, to take 


e of her. 
. Chery Lip is there} 3, 43241 
Dick. 'Therefore, good dear Mother, now have a care 
and don't diſcover me; for if you do, all's loſt. | 
Anl. Dear, dear, how thy fair Bride will be delightcd; 
Go, get thee gone, go: fetch her home, go fetch 
der home; 1'1] give ber a Sack-Poſiet, and a Pillow of 
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Down ſhe ſhall lay her Head upon. Go fetch her home, 


If 
Dick. Take care then of the main Chance, my dem 
Mother; remember, if you diſcover. m 
Aml. Go, fetch her home, I fay. 
Dick. You me then 
Anl. March. 
Dick. But ſwear to me 
Aml. Be gone, Sirrah. 
Dick. Well, I'll rely upon you ut one kiſs be- 
fore I go. [Ki 92 ber beartily and runs .] 
Am Now the Lord love thee ! bor ing art a comfort - 


able young Man. | [Exit Mrs. Amlet, 
SCENE, Gripe's Houſe. 
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Enter Corinna and Flippanta.. 


Cor. But hark you, Flippanta, if you don't think bs 

loves me dearly, don't give him my Leiter, after all. 

Flip. Let me alone. 

Cor. When he has read it, let him give it you again. 

Flip. Don't trouble yourſelf. 

Cor. And not a Word of the Pudding. to my Mother. 

in-law. 

Flip. En 

Cor. When we come to love one another to the purpoſe, 

ſhe ſhall know all. 

Flip. Ay, then twiil be time enough.] 

Cor. But remember tis you make me do all- this now, 

ſo if any Miſchief comes on't, tis you muſt anſwer for t. 

Flip. Vil be your Security. 

Cor. I'm young, and know nothing of the Matter 

but 22 have Experience, ſo it's your Buſineſs to cond 
afe 

fly. Poor Innocence 

Cor. But tell me in ſerious $2dnefs, Flippanta, does he 

love me-with the very Soul of. him? 

Flip. 1 have told you ſo an hundred Times, and yet vou 

ve not ſatisſied. 

Cor. But, methinks, I'd fain have him tell me ſo 

himſelf. 

Flip. Have Patience, and it ſhall be done. 

Cor. Why, Patience is a Virtue; that we muſt all con · 

feſs But 1 fancy, the ſooner it's done the better, 


Fifa. 


Eater 


Saks 2 
„ CE Be eP 
44 » 4. I. . 
—_— 0 . 
e " — —— _ <A F 
*, 5 " W_ Pry Dis 
Mt vw ws was FI id 


— * > LS 5 
© as £ a 
* 


36 THE CONPEDERACY. 


Enter Jeſſamin. 
Jef. Madam, yonder's your Geography Mafter waiting 
Tor you. LExit. 


Cor. Ah! how I am tir d with theſe old fumbling Fel- 
lows, Hliſ panta. 

Fp. Well, don't let them break your Heart, you ſhall 
de rid 2 them e 3 7 

Cor. Ny, tis not the Study I'm ſo weary of, - 
panta, "is the odious Thing that teaches me. Yak 
Colorel my Maſter, I fancy I could take Pleafure in 
learning every Thing he could ſhew me. 

Flip. And he can ſhew you a great deal, I can tell you 
that. But get you gone in, here's ſomebody coming, we 
muſt not be ſeen together. | | 

Cor. I will, I will, I will-——O the dear Colonel, 
Running off. } | 


Enter Mrs. Amlet. 


Flip. O ho, it's Mrs. Amlet What brings you fo 
foon to us again, Mrs. Amlet ? 

Aml. Ah my dear Mrs. Flippanta, I'm in a furious 
Fright. L 

Fhip. Why, what's come to you? 

Al. Ah! Mercy on us all——Madam's Diamond 
Necklace 

Flip. What of that ? 

Aml. Are you ſure you left it at my Houſe? - 

Flip. Sure I left it! a very pretty Queition truly! 

Aml. Nay, don't be angry: ay nothing to Madam of 
it, I beſeech you: Tt will be found again, if it be Hea- 
ven's good will. At leaſt tis L muſt bear the Loſs on't. 
*Tis my Rogue of a Son has laid his Birdlime Fingers 
on't. | 

Flip. Your Son, Mrs. Amlet! Do you breed your Chil- 
dien up to ſuch Tricks as theſe then? 

Aml. What ſhall I fay to you, Mrs. Flip panta? Con I 
help it? He has heen a Rogue from his Cradle, Dick has. 
But he has his Deſerts too. And now it comes in my 
Head, mayhap he may have no ill Deſign in this. nei- 


ther. 
Flip. No ill Defiznm, Women ! He's a pretty Fellow if 


he can ſteal a Diamond Necklace wich a good one. 2 
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Aml. You don't know him, Mrs. Flippanta, fo well 
s I that bore him. Dic#'s a Rogue, tis true, bu 
Mum | 
Flip. What does the- Woman mean ? * 
Aml. Hark you, Mrs. Flippanta, is not here a young 
Gentlewoman in your Houſe that wants a Huſband ? + 
Flip. Why'ds you aſt ebene ee | 
Aml. By way of Converſation only, it does not concers 
me? but when ſhe marries, I may chance to dance at the 
Wedding. Remember I tell you fo ; I who am but Mrs, 
Amlet. | | | | 
Flip. You dance at her Wedding 1 . 9 ERS 
. Ves, I, I; but don't ache Madam about her 
Necklace, perhaps it mayn' t go out of the Family. Adieu, 
Mrs. N * { [FS 7 Exit Mrs. Amlet: 
Flip. What——what——what does the Woman mean? 
Mad! What a hodge-podgeof a Story's here? The Neck- 
lace loſt; and her Son Dick; and a Fortune to marry 5 
and ſhe ſhall dance at the Wedding; and—— She does 
not intend, I hope, to propoſt a Match between her Son 
Dick and Corinna! By my Conſcience I believe ſhe does. 
An old Beldam! | 8 


: 
4 
> 
. 


Enter Braſs, 


Braſs. Well, Huſſy, how ſtand our Affairs? Has Miſs 
writ us an Anſwer yet? My Maſter's' very impaticus 
onder. | 
T Fhip. And why the Deuce does not he come himſelf 3 
What does he ſend ſuch idle Fellows as thee of his Er- 
rands ? Here I had her alone juſt now: He won't have 
2 an Opportunity again this Month, I can tell him. 

* | i 

Braſs. So much the worſe for him; *tis his Buſineſs- 
But now, my Dear, let thee- and I talk a little of. 
our own : I grow moſt damnably in love with thee ; doit 
hear that ? | 

Flip. Phu! thou art always timing things wrong; my: 
Head is full, at preſent, of more important things than+._ , 
Love. | | 2 5 

Brafs. Then it's full of important things indeed ; Do ſt 
want a Privy-Counſellor?ꝰ | pc 

Flip. I want an Aſſiſtant. | 

Braſs. To do what ? 

* 2 | 

raſi. I'm thy Man — touch 
ſs. Tm thy | Bip. 
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- But before I venture to let thee into my Project, 
pr ythee tell me, whether thou find'ſt a natural Di 
to ruin a Huſband to oblige his Wife. 
A | 
Braſs. Why then 1 dun har wien 
n 
Bro: Not the alone neither, therefore don't let her 
Ka three or four Affairs of that 
1. port no this Epiſtle from Miſs to thy 
8 to 
E . . IU tell thee thy 


Braſs. IU know it before 1 5 eaſe. 

Fi Th bow level t gu, 7 you p 

Braſs. Ld rather he ſhou'd wait than. I. 

Flip. Why then, in ſhort, Araminta's Huſband i is in 
love. wth way. Lady. 

Braſs. V 3 Child, we have a Rowland for her 
Oliver: Thy Lady 's Huſband is in love with Araminta. 

Flip. Who. told . — Sirrahi ? 

Braſs. "Tis. a — I am charged with, Pert. 
Did 48 1 tell thee did Buſineſs for half the Town! I 
have managed Maſter Gripe's little Affairs for him theſe 
ten Years, you Slut you. 

Flip. Hark thee, Braſs, the Game's in our Hands, if 
we can but play the Cards. 

Braſs. Pique and repique, you Jade you, if the Wives 
will fall 2 Intelligence. 

nes ot them alone; I'll anſwer for them they don't 
flip the Occafion.——See here they come. They little 
thunk what a Piece of good News we have for em. | 


Euer Clariſſa and Araminta.. 


amin here, Boy, carry up theſe thin 
* ng-Room, and break as many. of them by the 
_—_—— can, be ſure, O! art thou there, Braſs ! 
What | 


' Braſs. Madam, T only call'd in as I was going by 
But ſome little Propoſitions Mrs. Flippanta has been ſtart- 
ing, have kept me here to offer your Te my humble 
Service. 
Clar. What Propoſitions? 2 
Braſs. She'll acquaint you, Madam. * 
am. 
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Lam. Is there new ? 
i Yes, pay pw aps. Ra 
Thus follows of cours but let's have it 
5 you ve wade a Conquelt 
— 1 — ? quick, 


_ Flip. Of Mr. Moneytrap, that's all. : 
Aram. My Huſband ? 
Hi. Yes, your Huſband; ' Madam: You thought fit 
to corrupt ours, ſo now we are even with you, 

Aram. Sure thou art in jeſt, Flippanta. 

BT EINE, no 

r croſs intri is what. our 

Ban hass been at work Sow b 
Ham. My Dear! [To Claxiſſa- ] 

Clar. My Life! 

Clars 125 . another. 

! on 

Aram. The Stars have done this. * 

Clar. The pretty little Twinklers. 
Hip. And what 5 

grate 


Clar. What Creatures ought ;. ſhew em we- 
* a their F F — = N 
ram. But is not a theſe 
Blockheads ? 25 WM 
4 I would. not give a Shilling to go the Winner's. 
ves. 
Aram. Then an the moſt fortunate thing that over cou'd 
have happen'd. 
Gar. All your laſt Night's Ideas, Araminia, wem 
Trifles to it. 


Aram. Braſi, my Dear, will be uſeful to us. 

Br aſs. At your Ice, Madam. 

Clar. Flippanta will be neceſſary, my Life! 

Flip. She waits your Commands, Madam. 
* For my Par — 1 recommend my Huſband t to. 

ee, Flippanta, a make it. my earne . 
won't leave him one Half · Crown oY 

Flip. Pll do all I can to obey. you, Madam. 

Braſs. (Ta Clariſſa } If your Ladyſhip wou'd- give me 
the ſame kind Orders for yours 
2 = O——if thou ſpar ſt him, Braſs, I'm thy Enemy 

I die. 

Braſ. Tis enough, Madam, T'll be ſure to give you. 
a reaſonable Account of him. But how do you intend 
we ſhall proceed, Ladies? Muſt we ſtorm the Purſe at 


* - 
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r or break Ground in ſorm, N Ye ad 
e? 


Jus O, „ nd Geet L 
Flip. In four and twenty Hours, two S ren 
a- piece, that's my Sentence. 10 | 
Braſs. Very well. But, Labes yau' ee leive 
to put you in mind of ſome little Expence in Favours, 
*twill be neceſſary you are at, to thoſe honeſt * 
Aram. Favours, Braſs ! 
Braſs. Um——a-—ſome ſmall Matters, Aa 1 
doubt muſt be. | 1 
g Now that's a vile Article, drains; for that 
your Huſband is ſo like mive—— | 
— Flip. Phu, there's a Scruple indeed. Pray, Madam, 
don't be ſo ſqueamiſu; tho the Meat be 4 nale e flat, 
we'll find you ſavoury Sauce to it. 
Clar. This 8 is 28 2 
Flip. Why, what in the Name Lucifer, i it 
have to do, that's fo terrible? yo 
Braſs. A civil Look only: 
rom - There's no great harm in that. 
A An obliging Word. 
Elar. That one may afford em. 
| Braſs. A little Smile, a propos. 
Aram, That's but giving one's ſelf an Air. 
Flip. Receive a ne Leiter, perhaps. | 
1 Women of. Quality do that from fifty odiong 
ows. 0 
Braſi. Suſſer, may be, a Squeeze by the Hand. 
Aram. One's ſo us d to that, one does not feel it. 
Flip. Or if à Kits wou d do't? | . 
Clar. I'd die ſirſt. AA 
Bras. Indeed, Ladies, I doubt twill be rear to 
Clar. Get their wretched Money without paying ſo dear 
for it. R 
Flip. Well, juſt as you pleaſe for that, my Ladies: But 
I ſuppoſe you 11 play upon the ſquare with your Favours, 
and not pique yourſelves upon being one more grateful | 
than 


Braſs. And ſtate a fair Account of Receipts and Dic. 
burſements. 
* That I think and bay indeed. 
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Clar. With all my Heart, and Braſs ſhall be our Book- 
keeper. So get thee to work, Man, as faſt as thou canſts 
but not a Word of all this to thy Mafter. | 

Braſs. I'll obſerve my Orders, Madam. [ Exit Braſs. 

Clar. I'll have the Pleafure of telling the Colonel my- 
ſelf ; he'll be violently delighted with it. Tis the beſt 
Man in the World, Araminta ; he'll bring us rare Com- 
pany to-morrow, all forts of Gameſters; and thou ſhalt 
ſee my Huſband will be ſuch a Beaſt to be out of Humour 
at it. | 
Aram. The Monſter=—But huſh, here's my Dear ap- 
proaching ; pry'thee let's leave him to Flippanta. 

p. Ah, pray do, I'll bring you a good Account of 
him, I'll warrant you. | | | 

Clar. Diſpatch then, for the Baſſet-Table's in haſte. 

| [Exit Clar. and Aram. 

Flip. [ſela.) So, now have at him; here he comes: 

2 try if we can pillage the Uſurer, as he does other 
OKS. ; 


Enter Moneytrap. 


K Mon. Well, my pretty Flippanta, is thy Miſtreſs come. 
ome? | 
Flip. Yes, Sir. 5 f 
Mon. And where is ſhe, pr'ythee ? 
Flip. Gone abroad, Sir. 
Mon. How doſt mean? £ 
Flip. I mean right, Sir; my Lady'll come home and 
go abroad ten times in an Hour, when ſhe's either in 
very good Humour, or very bad, 1 | 
Mon. Good-lack | But I'll warrant, in general, tis 
her naughty Husband that makes her Houſe uneaſy to 
her. But haſt thou ſaid a little ſomething to her, Chic- 
ken, for an expiring Lover? ha! : 
p Flip, Said——yes, I have ſaid, much Good may 
o me. | 
Mon. Well! and how? | 1 
Flip. And how! And how do you think you 
wou'd have me do't? And you have ſuch a way with 
you, one can refuſe you nothing. But I have brought 
myſelf into a fine Buſineſs by it. 


Mon. Good lack: But I hope, Flippanta— 


42 THE CONFEDERACY. 
+ Yes, your Hopes will do much, when I am 
a out of | 

Mon. Was ſhe then terrible angry? 

Flip. Oh! had you ſeen how ſhe flew, when ſhe 
faw where I was pointing; for muſt know I went 
round the Buſh, and round the Buſh, before I came to 
the Matter. . | 

Mon. Nay, tis a tickliſh Point, that muſt be own'd. 

Flip. On my Word is it I mean where a Lady's 
truly virtuous ; for that's our Caſe, you muſt know. 

Mon. A very dan Caſe indeed. 

Flip. Butl can tell you one thing———ſhe has an In- 
clination to you. 

Mon. Is it poſſible ! 

Flip. Yes, and I told her ſo at laft. 

Mon. Os and _—_ A ſhe anſwer thee f ILY 
Flip. Slap-—and bid me bring it you fora To 
(Grote him a Slap on the Face.) r | 

Mon. And you have loſt none on't by the way, with a 
Pox t'ye. [Afide.) | | 

Flip. Now this, I think, looks the beſt in the World, 

Mon. Yes, but really it feels a little odly. - | 

Flip. Why, you nuſt know, Ladies have different 
ways of „ their Kindneſs, according to the Hu- 
mour they are in: If ſhe had been in a good one, it had 
been a Kiſs; but as long as ſhe ſent you ſomething, your 
Affairs go well. | 
Mon. Why, truly, I am à little ignorant in the myſte - 
rious Paths of Love, ſo I muft be guided by thee, But 
pr ythee, take her in a good Humour next Token ſhe ſends 
me. | 


Mew. What's the Matter ? 


Flip; If I durſt tell you all 
Mon. What then? . 
Ps You wou'd not expect ta ſec her in one a good 
while. 
Mon. Why, I ? | 
Flip. I muſt own I did take an unſeaſonabla Time 
talk of Love-matters to her. 
Mon. Why, what's the Matter ? 
Flip. Nothing. 
Men. Nay, pr ythee tell mez 


Fig. 
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i. I dare not. 

Flip. Why, when Women are in Difficulties, how cam 
think of Pleaſure ? 

on. Why, what Difficulties can ſhe be in? 

Flip. Nay, I do but gueſs after all; for ſhe has that 
Grandeur of Soul, ſhe'd die before ſhe'd tell. 

Mon. But what doſt thou ſuſpect? 

Flip. Why, what ſhould one ſuſpect, where a Huſband 
loves nothing but getting of Money, and a Wife nothing 
but ſpending on't ? | | 
on. So ſhe wants that ſame then ? 

Flip. I ſay no ſuch thing, I know nothing of the Mat - 
ter; pray make no wrong Interpretation of what I ſay, my 
L- nothing that I know of. Tis true ſhe 
has ill Luck-at Cards of late, I believe ſhe has not 
won once this Month: But what of that? 


Mon. Hal 


Flip. 'Tis true, I know her Spirit's ſuch, ſhe'd ſee hes 
Huſband hang'd, before ſhe'd all him for a Farthing. 
- Aon. Ha! . | 
Flip. And then I know him again, he'd ſee her drown'd 
before he'd give her a Farthing ; but that's a help to your 
Affair, you know. 
Mon. "Tis fo indeed. | 
Flip. Abh——well, I'll ſay nothing; but if ſhe had none 
of theſe things to fret her 
Mon. Why really, Flippanta 
Flip, I know what you are going to ſay now; you are 
going to offer your Service, but *twon't do; you have a 
mind to play the Gallant now, but it muſt not be; you 
want to be ſhewing your Liberality but *twon't be allow'd g 
8 be preſſing me to offer it, and ſhe'll be in a Rage. 
e ſhall have the Devil to do. | : 
5 Mon. You miſtake me, Flippanta; I was only going ta 
— 
Fli 


4 Ay, I know what you were going to ſay well e- 
nough ; but I tell you it will never do ſo, If one cou'd 
find out ſome way nom. ay let me ſe 

Mox. Indeed 1 | 

Flip. Pray be quiet no bur I'm thinking 
hum ſhe'll. ſmoke that tho let us conſider If 
one cou'd find a way to Tis the niceſt Point in the 
World to bring about, ſhe'll never touch it, if ſhe knows 
from whence it comes. 


Mon. 


* * 4 Y 
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Mon. Shall I try if I can reaſon her Huſband out of 
twenty Pounds, to make her eaſy the reſt of her Life? 
Flip. Twenty Pounds, Man hy you firall ſee her 
ſet that upon a Card. O——ſhe has a great Soul. 
Beſides, if her Huſband ſhould oblige her, it might, in yo 
time, take off her Averſion to him, and by confequence, | 
her Inclination to you. No, no, it muſt never come that : 


wa 
Mon. What ſhall we do then? 


Flip. Hold ſtill—I have it. T'll tell 3 you 
ſnall do. 


Mon. Ay. 
Flip. Lou ſhall e Bettes er ber 
hundred Pounds. 
Man. Ha !——a Reſtitution 
Flip. Yes, yes, tis the luckieſt Thought in the World; 
Madam often plays, you know, and Folks who do ſo, 


"60.6, — toe "a 


Flip. Ay, ay, a Sbarper; and having cheated her of 
two hundred Pounds, ſhall be troubled in Mind, and ſend 
it her back again. You comprehend me ? 

Mon. Ves I, 1 comprehend, but a——won't ſhe ſuſpeR 
if it be ſo much ? 

Flip. No, no, the more the better. 

Mon. Two hundred Pounds 

Flip. Ves, two hundred Pounds — Or 10 me 10 
fo even a Sum may look à little ſuſpicious make f 
it be two hundred and thirty; that odd thirty Hill ina 
look ſo natural, the Devil won't find it out. 

Mon. Ha! | 

Flip. Pounds, too, look I don't know bow; Guineas I 
fancy were better ay, Guineae, it ſhall be Guineas. 
You are of, that Mind, are you not? 

Mon. Um——a Guinea you know, Flippanta, is 

Flip. A thouſand times genteeler, you are certainly in 
the right on t; it ſhall be as you ſay, two hundred and 
thirty Guineas. 

Mon. Ho ell, if it muſt be Guineas, let's ſee, 
two hundred Guineas. 

Flip. And thirty; two hundred and thirty : If you mif- 
take the ſum, you ſpoil all. So go put them in a Purſe, 
while-it's freſh in your Head, and ſend 'em to me with a 


— o er. deſuing I'll do you the Favour to re- 
to 
| Mon, 


meet now and then with Sharpers. Now you ſhall be a t 
Sharper. | c 
Men, A. Sharper ! 
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Mon. Two hundred and thirty Pounds in a Bag ! 
Fliþ. Guineas, I fay,' Guineas. | 
Mon. Ay, Guineas, that's true. But Flippanta, if ſhe 
don't know they came from me, then I give my Money for 
nothing, you know, | | 
Flip. Phu, leave that to me, T'l} manage the Stock for 
you; I'll make it produte ſomething, I'll warrant you. 
Mon. Well, Flippanta, tis à great Sum indeed; but 
I'll go try what I can do for her. You ſay, two hundred 
Guineas-in a Purſe ? . | 
Flip. And thirty; if the Man's in his Senſes. 
Mon. And thirty, tis true, I always forget that thirty. 
{Exit Moneytrap. 
Flip. So, get thee gone, thou art a rare Fellow, \ faith. 
Braſs !——it's thee, ist not? | 


Enter Braſs. 


Braſs. Tt is, Huſwife. How go Matters? I ſtaid till 
thy Gentleman was gone. Haſt done any thing towards 
our common. Parſe ? | 

Flip. I think I have; he's going to make us a Reſtitu 
tion of two or three hundred Pounds. . 

Braſs. A Reſtitution . | 

Flip. A new way, Sirrah, to make a Lady take a Pre- 
fent without putting her to the Bluſh, 

. Braſs. "Tis very well, mighty well indeed. Pr'ythee 
where's thy Maſter ? Let me try if I can perſuade him to 

ip. Not ſo 5 he's into his et to prepare 
Wer for a Gt I have mldle'd him to—— with his 
Wife. 11 

Braſs. What to do 

Flip. Why, to make her ſtay at home, now ſhe has re- 
ſolv'd to do it beforehand. You muſt know, Sirrah, we 
intend to make a Merit of our Baſſet Table, and get a 
good Pretence for the merry Companions we intend'to fill 
his Houſe with. | 

Braſs. Very nicely ſpun, truly, thy Huſband will be a 
happy Man. 0 . 

lp. Hold your Tongue, you Fool you. See here 
comes your Maſter. / { 

Brajs, He's welcome. 


Inter 
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Eater Dick. 
Dick. . My dear F lippanta! how many Thanks have 1 


* 
Do you like ber 
Dr 
2 leave to hope. I am the happieſt Man the World 


fi. Noth think for neither perhaps 
7 1 you that. g 
Dick. A Rival! 


Flip. Yes, and a dan 

Dt Who, in the Name of Terror? 

Flip. A deviliſh Fellow, one Mr. Amlet. 

Dick. Amlet ! I know no ſuch Man. 

Flip. You know the Man's Mother cho“; you met her 
here, and are in her Favour, I cantell you. If he work 


e eee ee 


Dick. If I have no other Rival but Mr. Amlet, I be- 
here I ſhan't be much diſturb d in my Amour. But can't 
I ſee Corina? 

I don't know, ſhe has always ſome of her Maſters 
with : But I'll go ſee if the can ſpare a Moment, 
and bring you Word. CExit Flippanta' 

Dick. I wiſh my old hobbling Mother han't been blab- 
* g here ſhe ſhould not do. 

7 


5. Fear nothing, all' ſafe on that fide yet. But, 


how young Miſs s Epiſtle? foft and tender? 

Dick. As Pen can write, 

Braſs. So you think all goes well there ? 
Dick. As my Heart can wiſh, 
{ Braſs. You are ſure ont? 

Dick. Sure on t! | his Har 

Braſs. Why then , Ceremony aſide, [ Putt -74 
You 241 muſt have a little Talk, Mr. 

Dick. Ah, Braſs, what art thou going to to? Wouldit 
ruin me ? 

Braſi. Look you, Dick, few Words; you are in 2 

way of making your Fortune. I hops all will roll 

on. But how do you — Matters ſhall paſs twixt you 
and me in this Buſineſs ? 

Dick. Death and Furies! What a Time doſt take to 
talk ont _ 


— — — , 


Braſs. 
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Good W. I 
EE ng Gen 
Dick. Here's a Son of a Whore ! [A. 


— In ſhort, look ſmooth, ond be = pun Prines's 1 
; —_ 


ries, and omerines take » Whipping for you. 
we were Fellow-'prentices, tho your Senior, you 
made me open the Shop, clean my Maſter's Shoes, cut laſt 
«Da In our Sins too, I muſt 
own you ftill k you ſoar'd up to Ad 
with our Mi E I was at N hemble Fornication wi 
the Maid. —— you ſtill made 
Poſt; for when once upon à time I was ſentenc d but 

i be whipg'd, I cannot deny but you were condemn'd to 
be hang bo that in all times, I muſt confeſs, your In- 
clinations have been and nobler than ms how. 
ever, I cannot conſent that you ſhou'd at once fix your 
N wing and I dwell in my Humilities for the reft 

my Days. 
* Hark thee, Braſs, if I do not moſt nobly by thee, 
ma 

Braſſ. And when? - | 

Dick. As ſoon as ever I am married. 

Braſs. Ab, n 

Dick. Then you miſtruſt me? | 

Braſs. I do, by my Faith. 2 ſome Folks 
we „ becauſe we don't know them; others we mĩſ—- 
truſt, becauſe we do know them : And for one of theſe 
Reaſons I defire there may be a Bargain beforehand: If 
not [ Rayfing bis Voice. ] ye, Dick Amlet—— | 

Dick. Soft, dear Friend and ion. The 
Dog will roin me. [4þde.] Say, ne content 


25%. O ho! 

Dick. But how canſt thou be ſuch a Barbarian ? 

Braſs. J learnt it at Algier. | 
Dick. Come, make thy Turki/b Demand then. 

Braſs. You know you gave me a Bank Bill this Morn- 


ing to receive for 

Dick. I did fo, of * fifty Pounds, *tis thine. So, now 
thou art ſatisfy'd, all's fix d. 

Braſs. It is not indeed. There's a Diaqond Necklace 
you robb'd your Mother of ev'n now. 

Dick, Ah, you Jeu. Brafs, 


438 THE CONFEDERACY. 
© _ Brafs. No Words. 

Dick. My dear Brafs. 

_ Braſs. I mit. 
* Dick. My old Friend. 

Braſs. Dick Ant { Raifing bis Voice.) I inſiſt. 
Dick. Ah the Cormorant—— Well, tis thine : But 
thouꝰ lt never thrive with it. | 

Braſs. When I find it 1 do me Miſchief, TI 


ive it you again. But I have a Wedding Suit. 
"Braſs. Some good Lace. 

Dick. Thou ſha't. 

Braſs. A Stock of Linen. 

Dick. Enough. 


Braſs. Not yet——a Silver Sword, | 

Dick. Well, thou ſha't have that too. Now thou haft 
every thing. 

Braſs. Gad forgive me, I fo a Ring of Remem- 
brance; I wou'd not forget theſe Favours for the 
World: A ſparkling Diamond will be always playing in 
my Eye, and put me in mind of them. 

Dick. This unconſcionable Rogue ! [ Afide.] Well, I'll 

one for thee. Wh 
raſs. Brilliant. | 

I It ſhall. But if the Thing don't ſucceed after 
all ? 
Braſs. Tm a Man of Honour, and reſtore : And ſo the 
Treaty being finiſh'd, I ſtrike my Flag of Defiance, and 
fall into my Reſpects again, '{Taking off bis Hat.] 


Enter Flippanta. 


_ Flip. I have made you wait a little, but I cou'd not help 

it, her Geography Maſter is but juſt gone. He has been 

 ſhewing her Prince Eugen“ s March into Italy, 

. Dick. Pr'ythee let me come to her, T'll her a Part 
of the World he has never ſhewn- her yet. 

Flip. So I told her, you muſt know; and ſhe ſaid, ſhe 
cou'd like to travel in good Company: ſo if you'll ſlip up 
thoſe Back-Stairs, you ſhall try if you can agree upon the 
Journey. : | 

Dick, My dear Flippanta ! | 
Flip. None of your dear Acknowledgments, I beſeech 

you, but up Stairs as hard as you can drive. 


* 


TI 
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Flip. And do you follow him, Jaci- a- dandy, and ſee he 
is not ſurpris'd. 8 ö 

Braſs. I thought that was your Poſt, Mrs. Uſeful : But 
if you Il come and keep me in Humour, I don't care if I 
ſhare the Duty with you. 

Flip. No Words, Sirrah, but follow him, I have ſome- 
what elſe to do. | 

Braſs. The Jade's ſo abſolute” there's no conteſting with 
her, One Kiſs tho', to keep the Centinel warm. [Gives 
her a long kiſs. ]——$0. | Exit * 

Flip. ¶ſola.] A naſty 1. [Wiping ber 
Mouth.) But, let me ſee what have I to do now? This 
Rejtitution will be here quickly, I ſuppoſe; in the mean 
time I'll go know if my Lady's ready for the Quarrel yet. 
Maſter, yonder, is fo full on't, he's ready to burſt ; but 


* _y _ EY 


tt. 


4 b = 


Ac T iu. 
s CEN E, Gripe's Houſe. 
Enter Corinna, Dick, and Braſs. 


Brafs. ON T fear, I'll give you timely Notice. 
| [ses io the Door. ON 

Dick. Come, you muſt conſent,” you ſhall conſent.” How 
can you leave me thus upon the Rack? A Man who loves 
you to that Exceſs that I do. 

Cor. Nay, that you love me, Sir, that I'm ſatisfy'd in, 
for you have ſworn you do: And I'm fo pleas'd with it, I'd 
fain have you do fo as long as you live, ſo we muſt never 
er 4.991 | 

Dick. Not marry, my Dear] why, what's our Love good 
for if we don't marry |! | ; 

Cor, Ah I'm afraid "twill be good for little if we 
do. r * | 

Dick. Why do yeu think ſo? | 

Cor. Becauſe I hear my Father and Mother, and my 


* 


* 


Uncle and Aunt, and Aramimra and her Huſband, and 


twenty other marry*> Folks, fay fo from Morning to 
Night. gn ed | 

Dick." Oh, that's becauſe they are bad Huſbands and bad 
Wives; but in cur Caſe thete will be a good Huſband and 
a good Wife, and fo we ſhall love for erer. 


C Cor. 


— 


PRI 


we'll give him Vent by and by with a Witneſs. [Exit Flip. 


| 
? 
a 
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Cor. Why there may be ſomething, in that truly; and 


I'm {Bk 2 to hear Reaſon, as a reaſonable young 
Woman ought to do, But are you ſure, Sir, tho! we are 
very good now, we ſhall be fo hen we come to be better 
acquainted ? 

Dick. I can anſwer for myſclf,, at leaſt. 

Cor. I wiſh you cou'd anſwer for me too. You ſee Iam 
2 Plain-dealer, Sir, I. hope you- don't hke me the worſe 

or it. 

Dich. O, by no means, tis a ſign of admirable Morals; 
and I hope, ſince. you practiſe it yourſelf, you'll approve « of 
it in your Lover. In one Word therefore, (for 'tis in vain 
to mince the Matter) my Refolution's fix d, and the World 
* can't ſtagger me, I marry or I die. 

Cor. Indeed, Sir, I have much ado to believe you; the 
Diſeaſe of Love is ſeldom ſo violent. 

Dick. Madam, I have two Diſeaſes to end my Miſeries; 
if the firſt dont do't;” the latter fhatt; © {Prawine bi. 
Sword.) one's in my Heart, tother's in my Scabbard. 

Cor. Not for a Diadem, [Catching bold of bim. ] Ah, 
put it up, put it. up. 

Dick. How abſolute is your command; [Dropping his 
Sword.) A Word, you ſee, diſarms me. 

Cor. What a Power I have over him! [ Afide.] The 
wondrous Deeds of Love aN Sir, let me have no 
more of theſe raſh Doings tho! ; aps I mayn't be al- 
ways in the ſawm om hen ey ſure if I bad let. him 

lick himſelf, I ov d have been envy'd. by all the great 
Ladies of the Town. LAlide. ] 

Dick. Well, Madam, have I then your Promiſe? You'll 
make me-the happieſt of Mankind. 

Cor. I don't know what to fa ou; but I believe 1 
had as good promiſe, for I find 8 certainly dot. 

Dick. Then let us ſeal the Contract thus. TKiſes ber.] 

Cor. Um he has almoſt taken axay my Breath: He 
kiſſes purely. [Aſide.] 

Dick. Hark 1 body comes. {Braſs peeping in.] 

Braſs. Gar there, the Enemy——no, hold, y are fate, 

*tis Flippanta. 


Enter Flippanta. 


Flip. Come, have you E.. the Matter? If not, you 
muſt end it another time; for F ather s in Motion, © 
pray kiſs and part. * 

or. 
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4 or. That's ſweet and four. [They kiſs.) Adieu t- ye, 
18 9 [ Exit Dick and Cor. 
re 


er Enter Clariſſa. 


Clar. Have you told him I'm at home, Flippanta ? 
m Flip. Yes, Madam. 
rie Clar. And that I'll ſee him ? 
| Flip. Yes, that too: But here's News for you; I have 
s 3 juſt now receiv d the Reſtitution. 
Clar. That's killing Pleaſure ; and how much has he 
reſtor d me? | 
Flip. Two hundred and thirty Guineas. 
Clar. Wretched Rogue! but retreat, your Maſter's 
coming to quarrel. 


Flip. T ll be within Call, if things run high. [Ex. Flip. 


Enter Gripe. 


Gripe. O ho! -are you there, i'faith, Madam, 
your humble Servant, Fm very glad to ſee you at home. 
I thought I ſhou'd never have had the Honeur again. 

Clar. Good-morrow, my Dear, how d'ye do? Flip- 


The Parta ſays you are out of Humour, and that you have a 

nd mind to AC ks rel with me: Is it true? ha! have 

al- WW terrible Pain in my Head, I give you Notice ont be- 

him Porchand. 

reat Gripe. And how the Pox ſhou'd it be otherwiſe? It's a 

onder you are not dead [as a wou'd you were, A/ide.] 

u'll ith the Life you lead. Are you not aſham'd ? And do 
you not bluſh to 

e I (lar. My dear Child, you crack my Brain; E ſoften the 
arſhneſs of your Voices Say what thou wou 6 but let 1 it 

er.) e in an agreeable Tone: 


He Gripe. Tone, Madam, don't tell me of a Tone— 
| Clar. O if you will quarrel, do it with Tem 
in.) Wance ; let it be all in cool Blood, even and ſmooth, as if 
fate, Nou were not mov'd with what you, ſaid ; and then In 
ear you, as if I were not mov'd with it neither. 
Grite. Had ever Man ſuch need of Patience ? Madam, 
adam, I muſt tell you; Madim— 
Clar. Another Mo. or [I'll walk off. 
Cripe. Don't provoke mie. 
„ e Clay. shall you be long, my Dear, i in your Remon- 
ances ? 

Cor. Grife, Yes, Madam, and very long. : 

C 4 Cler. 
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Clar. If you wou'd quarrel ex abrege, I ſhou'd have :. ©”! 


World of Obligation to you. | Wom 
Gripe. What I have to ſay, forſooth, is not to be ex. * 
preſs d en abrege, my Complaints are too numerous. en 


Clar. Complaints! of what, my Dear? Have I e ©” 
given you Subject of Complaint, my Life? 
Gre. O Pox! my Dear and my Life! I deſire none d F 
your Tendres. will p 
Clar. How! find fault with my Kindneſs, and ny Gr | 
Expreſſions of Affection and Reiß & ? the World au 
gueſs by this what the reſt of your Complaints may be. | Cla 
muſt tell you, I am ſcandaliz'd at your Procedure. 
Gripe. I muſt tell you, I am running mad with young! 
Clar. Ah! how le are the Humours of fon N 
Huſbands, ſo full of Fancies, and ſo ungovernable : Wha abroa 


have you in the World to diſturb you? = 
| Gripe. What have I to diſturb me! I have you, Dead Wy 
and the Devil! Cl 


Clar. Ah, merciful Heaven! how he ſwears ! Va ©” 


ſhould never accuſtom yourſelf to ſuch Words as theſe; 4 
indeed, my Dear, you ſhou'd not; your Mouth's alwaz U 4 
full of them. et 

Gripe. Blood and Thunder ! Madam mo 


Clar. Ab, he'll fetch the Houſe down: Do you kno⸗ Flr, 
you make me tremble for you? Flippanta! who's there! 


lippanta ! _ 
Gre. Here's a provoking Devil for you! rg 
Enter Flippanta. | — 
Flip. What, in the Name of Jove's the Matter? 30, \ 4 
will raiſe the Neighbourhood. * 3 
Clar. Why here's your Maſter in a moſt violent F b. 
and no mortal Soul can tell for what * 
Gripe. Not tell for what Nieht 
Clar. No, my Life. I have begg'd him to tell me b 857 
Griefs, Flippanta ; and then he ſwears, good Lord ! hc * 4 
he does ſwear. 75 
Gripe. Ah, you wicked Jade! Ah, you wicked Jade Mag? 
Clar. Do you hear him, Flippanta ! do you hear him ory | 
Flip. Pray, Sir, let's know a little what puts you in Af 55e ak 
this Fury ? | . 
8 Pr*ythee ſtand near me, Flippanta, there's an 0d Wes 
Froth about his Mouth, looks as if his poor Head we g be 


going wrong, I'm afraid he'll bite. * $1268 
; 8 rip 
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Gripe. The wicked Woman, Flippanta, the wicked 


4A Woman. 
3 Clar. Can any body wonder I ſhun my own Houſe, 
en he treats me at this rate in it? 
_ Crite. At this rate! Why in the DeviF's Name 
A Clar. Do you hear him again ? 
o_ Flip. Come, a little Moderation, Sir, and try what that 
wil; produce. f 
A Gs wy Hang her, tis all a Pretence to juſtify her going 
\ a010Ut. F 
* (lar. A Pretence l a Pretence ! Do you hear how black 


2 Charge he loads me with? Charges me with a Pretence ? 

Is this the Return for all my down-right open Actions? 

You know, my Dear, I ſcorn Pretences: Whenever I go 

Vha abroad, it is without Pretence. 

Gripe. Give me Patience. 

Flip. You have a great deal, Sir. 

Clar. And yet he's never content, Flippanta. 

va Gripe. What ſhall I do? 

eſe Clar. What a reaſonable Man wou'd do; own your- 
fei in the wrong, and be quiet. Here's Flippanta has 

"WF Ur derfianding, and I have Moderation; I'm willing to 

make her Judge of our Differences. 


ye Flip, You do me a great deal of Honour, Madam: 
der But I tell you beforehand, I ſhall be a little on Maſter's 
Side. 


Hrite. Right, Flippanta has Senſe. Come, let her de- 
ide. Have I not reaſon to be in a Paſſion ? tell me that. 

Clar. You muſt tell her for what, my Life. 

Cripe. Why, for the Trade you drive, my Soul. 

Flip. Look you, Sir, pray take things right. I know 
Mdam does fiet you a little now and then, that's true; 
but in the main, the is the ſofteſt, ſweeteſt, gentleſt Lady 
breathing : Let her but live entirely to her own Fancy, 
and ſhe'll never ſay a Word to you from Morning to 
Night. | 

Crite. Oons, let her but ſtay at Home, and ſhe ſhall do 
what ſhe will: In reaſon, that is. 

Flip. D'ye hear that, Madam? Nay, now I muſt be on 
Maiter's Side; you ſee how he loves you, he defires only 
jour Company; pray give him that Satisfaction, or I muit 
pronounce againſt you. 

Clar. Well, I agree. Thou know'ſt I don't love to 
grieve him: Let kim be always ina good Humour, and 
Ii be always at home. 


C 3 Flip. 
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Flip. Look you there, Sir, what wou'd you hay 


more ? 

Grife. Well, let her keep her Word, and I'Il have don 
quarrelling. 

Clar. I muſt not, however, ſo far loſe the Merit of ny 
Conſent, as to let you think I'm weary of going abroad, 
my Dear: What I do, is purely to oblige you: which, 
that I may be able to perform, without a Relapſe, I 
invent what ways I can to make my Priſon ſupportable 9 
__.- 
Flip. Her Priſon ! pretty Bird! her Priſon ! don't that 
Word melt you, Sir ? 

Gripe. I muſt confeſs I did not expect to find her ſo rea. 
ſonable. 

Flip. O, Sir, ſoon or late Wives come into good Hu- 
mour : Huſbands muſt only have a little Patience to wait 
tor it. 

Clar. The innocent little Diverſions, Dear, that I ſhal 
content my ſelf with, will be chiefly Play and Company, 

Gripe. O, I'll find you en your Time ſhant 
lie upon your Hands: tho' if you have a mind now fer 
ſuch a Companion as a—- let me fee Araminta ta 
Example, why I ſhan't be againſt her being with you from 
Morning till Night. 

Clar. You can't oblige me more, tis the beſt Woman in 
the World. 

Grife. Is not ſhe ? | 

Flip. Ah, the old Satyr! [ A/ide.] 

Gripe. Then we'll have, beſides her, may be ſome- 
times her Huſband ; and we ſhall ſee my Niece that 
writes Verſes, and my Siſter Fidget: With her Hufband's 
Brother that's always merry; and his little Couſin, that's 
to marry the fat Curate; and my Uncle the Apothecary, 
with his Wife and all his Children. O we ſhall divert our 
ſelves rarely. | 

Flip. Good. {[ Afede.) 

Clar. O, for that, my dear Child, I muſt be plain with 
you, I'Il ſee none of em but Araminta, who has the Man- 
ners of the Court; for I'll converſe with none but Womer 
of Quality. | 

Gripe. Ay, ay, they ſhall all have one Quality or other. 

Clar. Then, my Dear, to make our Home pleaſant, 
we'll have Concerts of Muſick ſometimes. 


Grifge, Muſick in my Houſe ! 


Clar. 
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Clar. Yes, my Child, we muſt have Muſick, or the 
Houſe will be fo dull I ſhall get the Spleen, and be Soing 
abroad again. | 

Flip. Nay, ſhe has fo much. Complaijance for you, Sir, 
you can't diſpute ſuch things with her. 

Gripe. Ay, but if I — Muſick 
(Aar. Ay, but, Sir, 1 muſt have Muſick —— 

Flip. Not every Day, Madam don't mean. 

Clar. No, bleſs me, no; but three Concerts a Week: 
three Days more we'll play after Dinner at Ombre, Picquet, 
Bajit, and ſo forth, and cloſe the Evening with a ö 
Supper and à Ball. | 
Grips. A Ball! 

Clar. Then, my Love, you know-tbere is but one Day 
more upon our Hands, and that ſhall be the Day of Con- 
yerſation, we'll read Verſes, talk of Books, invent Modes, 
tell Lies, ſcandalize our Friends, be pert upon Religion; 
and, in ſhort, employ every Moment of it, in ſome pretty 
witty Exerciſe or other. 

Flip. What Order, you ſee, tis ſne propoſes to live in 
A moſt wonderful Regularity! 

Gripe. Regularity with a Pox LAlde.] 

(Aer. And as this kind of Life, ſo oft, fo ſinootb; fo 
agreeable, muſt needs invite a vaſt deal of Company to 
partake of it, *twill be neceſſary to have the Decency; of a 
Porter at 6ur Door, you know. 

f Gripe. A Porter A Scrivener have a Porter, N.. a- 
dam. 

Clar. Poſitively, a Porter. 

Gripe. Why, no Scrivener 4 1 Adam ever bad a Por- 
ter, Woman! 

Clar. You will Wen i renown n'd in story, for hav- 
ing the firſt, my Life, 

Gripe. Flippanta: 

Flip. Hang it, Sir, never diſpute a Trifle, if you vex 
her, perhaps ſhe'll inſiſt upon a . [ Afid? to Gripe. ] 

Gripe, But, Madam— 

Clar. But, Sir, a Porter, poſitively A Penis without 
that the Treaty's null, and Igo abroad this Moment. 

Flip. Come, Sir; ner er loſe fo eee Fence for 
a pitiful Porte. 

Gripe. Why, I ſhall be * at, the Boys will throw 
Stones at my Porter. Beſides, where mall I have Money 
tor all this Expence ? 

(lar. My Dear, who aſks you for any} Don't be1 ina 
fright, Chicken, 


N C 4 Gripe. 
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— Don't be in a fright, Madam! But where, I 

. "Par plays, Sir, think on that ; Women that 
play have inexhauſtible Mines, and Wives who receive 
leaſt Money from their Huſbands, are many times thoſe 
who ſpend the moſt. 

Clar. So, my Dear, let what Flippanta ſays content you, 
Go, my Life, trouble your felf with nothing, but let me 
do juſt as I pleaſe, __ all will be well. I'm going into 
my Cloſet, to conhder of ſome more things to enable me 
to give you the Pleafure of my Company at Home, with- 
out making it too great a Milery to à yielding Wife, 

[Exit Clariſia, 

Flip. Mirror of Goodneſs ! Pattern to all Wives! well 
ſure, Sir, you are the happieſt of all Huſbands. 

Gripe. Yes——and 2 miſerable Dog for all that too, 
perhaps. 

Flip. Why what can you aſk more, than this matchleſs 
Complaiſance ? 

Gripe. I don't know what T can afk, and yet I'm not 
ſatisfy d with what I have neither, the Devil mixes in it all, 
I think ; complaiſant or perverſe, it feels juſt as it did. 
Flip. Why then your Uneaſineſs is only a Diſeaſe, 
Sir, perhaps a little Bleeding and Purging wou'd _—_ 

ou. 

Clar. Flippanta? [ Clariffa calls awithine I 

Flip. Madam calls. I come, Madam, Come, be mer. 
ry, be merry, Sir, you have Caule, take my Word for't. 
Poor Devil. [Alide.] - © , [Exit Flippanta, 
- Gripe. I don't know that, I don't know that: But this 
I do know, that an honeſt Man, who has marry'd a jade, 
whether ſhe's pleas'd to ſpæend her time at home or en, 
had better have liv d a Bachelor. 


Enter Braſs. 


Braſs. O, Sir, I'm mighty glad ] have found you, 
Gripe. Why, what's the Matter, pr 'ythee 7 bs 
Braſs. Can no Body hear us? * 

Gripe. No, no, ſpeak quickly; p: 
Braſs. You. han't ſeen rams, ſince: the lat Letter 

I carry'd her from ouꝰ 
G1 ipe. Not I, I, go Mindy! I don t preſs things like 

your youn Firebrand Lovers. 

B. asg. But ſerjouſly, Sir, are you very epd in lore 

W. her ? 

OY * Gripe. 
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1 Grife, As mortal Man has been. | 
Era/5, I'm ferry fort. 2 
lat Gripe. Why fo, dear Braſs ? 
ve Braſs. If you were never ta ſee her more now? Suppoſe 
ſe ſuch a Thing, d'you think *twould break your Heart? 
Gripe. Oh 
u. Brass. Nay, now I ſee you love her; wou'd you did 
ne not. 
to Gripe. My dear Friend ! 
ne Braſs. Im in your Intereſt deep; you ſee it. 
h- Gripe. I do: but ſpeak, what miſerable Story haſt thou 
fe. for me? 
la. Braſs. J had rather the Devil had, phu——flown away 
ell with you quick, than to {ce you fo much in love, as I per- 
| ceive you are, ſince 
o, Gripe. Since what ? ho. 
| Braſs. Araminta, Sir. 
1 Gripe, Dead ? 
| Brajs. No. 
ot Gripe. How then? 
Il, Brajs. Worſe. 
Gripe. Out with't. 
ſe, Eraſt. Broke. 
ve Gripe. Broke ! Ss | 


Braſs. She ie, poor Lady, in a moſt unfortunate Situation 
of Attairs. But I have ſaid too much. 


T - Gripe. No, no, tis very fad, but let's hear it. 

t. Braſs. Sir, ſhe charged me, on my Life, never to men- 7 
a. tion it to you, of all Men living. 
us Gripe. Why, who ſhould'ſt thou tell it to, but to the | 
e, beſt of her Friends? - | 
d, Braſs. Ay, why there's it now, it's going juſt as I fan- 


1 554d. Now will I be hang'd if you are not enough in | 
Love to be engaging in this Matter. But I mutt tell you, 
Sir, that as much Concern as I have for that moſt excel- | 
lent, beautiful, agreeable, diſtreſs'd, unfortunate Lady, 
I'm tov much your Friend. and Servant, ever to let it be , 
ſal, twas the Means of your being ruin'd tor a Woman. 
% letting you know, ſhe eiteem'd you. more taan any- 
ther Man upon Earth. 
er Grit. Ruin'd.! what doit thou mean? 
Eis. Menn! Why! mean that Women always ruin | 
e thele aut love ein, that's the Rule. 
Gripe. The Rule! ; 
e Bret. Yes, the Rule; why wou'd 0 have em ruin. 
| ther hat dent? How ſhall they bring that avout? 


e. C2 7. 
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Gripe. But is there a Neceſſity then, they ſhou'd ruin 
ſomebody ? | 

Braſs. Yes, marry is there; how wou'd you have em 
ſupport their Expence elſe ? Why, Sir, you can't conceive 
now you can't conceive what Aramiinta's Privy-purie 
requires. Only her Privy-purſe, Sir! Why, what do you 
imagine now ſhe gave me for the laſt Letter I carry'd her 
from you? "Tis true, twas from a Man ſhe lik'd, elſe, 
perhaps, I had had my Bones broke. But what do you 
think the gave me? 

Gripe. Why, mayhap——a Shilling. 

Braſs. A Guinea, Sir, a Guinea. You ſee by that 
how fond ſhe was on't, by the bye. But then, Sir, her 
Coach-hire, her Chair-hire, her Pin-money, her Play- 
money, her China, and her Charity wou'd conſume 
Feers : A great Soul, a very great Soul ! but what's the 
End of all this? 

Gripe. Ha! 

Braſs. Why, T'll tell you what the End is———a 
Nunnery. | 
_ Gripe. A Nunnery ! 

Braſs. A Nunnery. In ſhort, ſhe is at laſt reduc'd 
to that Extremity, and attack'd with ſnch a Battalion of 
Luns, that rather than tell her Huſband (who you 
Know is ſoch a Dog, he'd let her go if the did) ſhe has 
een determin'd to turn Papiſt, and bid the World adieu 
for Lite. 

Gripe. O terrible! a Papiſt 

Braſs. Yes, when a handſome Woman has brought her 
ſe lf into Difficulties, the Devil can't help her out of 
' 10 a Nunnery, that's another Rule, Sir. 
Fripe. But, but, but, priythee Braſs, but 

Fraß. But all the buts in the World, Sir, won't ſtop 
her: ſhe's a Woman of a noble Reſolution. So, Sir, 
your humble Servant; I pity her, I pity you, Turtle 
- and Mate; but the Fates will have it fo, all's packt up, 
and I am now going to cali her a Coach, for ſhe reſolves 
to ſlip off without ſaying a Word: and the next Viſit ſhe 
receives from her Friends, will be through a melancholy 
Grate, with a Veil inſtead of a Top-knot. - [ Going. ] 

Gr:pe. It muſt not be, by the Powers it muſt not; 
” was made for the World, and the World was made for 
er. 


Braſs. And yet you ſse, Sir, how ſmall a ſhare ſhe has 
ont. 


1 
Critęe. 
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Erie. Poor Woman! Is there no way to ſave her? 
Braſi. Save ner! No, how can ſhe be fay'd ? Why ſhe 


owes above five hundred Pounds. 

Gripe OI Hd f 
Eraß. Fwe, Hundred Pounds, Sir; ſhe's like to be 

v'd indeed. Not but that I know them in this 
o wou'd give. me one of the fixe, if I would per- 
ſuade her to accept of th” other four: But ſhe has for- 
bid me mentioning it to any Soul living; and I have 
dilobey'd her only to you; and ſo—— Il go and call a 
Coach. 1 

Gripe. Hold doſt think, my poor Braſs, one might 
not order it ſo, as to compound - thoſe Debts for——for 
twelve Pence in the Pound? ; | 
Braſs, Sir, dye hear? I have already try d em with ten 
Shillings, and not a Rogue will prick” up his Ear at it. 
Tho' after all, for three hundred Pounds all in glittering 
Gold, I could ſet their Chaps a watering. But where's 
that to be had with Honour? there's the thing, Siu——T'lI 
go and call a Coach. 


* 


Gripe. Hold, once more: I have a Note in my Cloſet of 


and fifty, FH go and give it her my 


two hundred, ay 
ſelf. | 


Braſßt. You will; very genteel truly. Go, ſlap-daſh, 


and offer a Woman of her Scruples, Money! bolt in her 
Face: Why, you might as well offer her a Scorpion, and 
ſhe'd as ſoon touch it. 


Gripe. Shall I carry it to her Creditors then, and treat 


with them? R 

Braſs, Ay, that's a rare Thought. 
Gripe, Is not it, Braſs ? | 
Braſs. Only, one little Inconvenience by the way. 
Gripe. As how ? 


| Braſs. That they are your Wife's Creditors as well as 


her's ; and perhaps it might not be altogether ſo well to ſeg 


you clearing the -Debts of your Neighbour's Wife, and 


leaving thoſe of your own unpaid, 
rie. Why that's true now. 
Braſ;, Pm wiſe you ſee, Sir, 


Gripe. Thou art; and I'm but a young Lover: But? 


what ſhall we do then? 


raſt. Why T'm thinking, that if you give me the 


Note, do you ſee; and that I promiſe to give you an Ac- 


count of it- | 


Grite. Ay, but look you, Braſg——— 


Brafs.. 
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Braſs. But look you !—— Why "what; d- ye think Tm 
2 Pick. pocket? D'ye think I intend to: run away with 
your Note? your paltry Note. 

Gripe. I don't ſay fo——1I fay only that i in Caſe 

© Bfaj5. Caſe, Sir! there's no Caſe but the Caſe 1 have 
put you; and ſince you heap Caſes upon Caſes, where there 
is but three hundred raſcally Pounds in the Caſe —T n gy 
and call a Coach. 

Gripe. Pr'ythee don't be ſo -refty'; come, no more 
Words, follow me to my Cloſet, and I'll give thee the 
Money. 

Broſs. A terrible Effort you make indeed ; you are ſo 
much in love, your Wits are al} upon the Wing, juſt go- 
ing; and fo three hundred Pounds you put a ſtop to their 


flight: Sir, your Wits are worth that, or your Wits are 


worth nothing. Come awa 


Gris e. Well, ſay no more, thou ſhalt be ſatisfy" d. 


Lkr. 
Euter Dick. 
Dick. S't- Braſs ! $'t—— 
Re-enter Brafs. 


Braſs. wen, Sir! | ek 

Dick. Tis not well, Sir, tis very ill, $i 14 we Dal be 
all blown up. 

Braſs. What, with Pride and Plenty ? 

Dick, No, Sir, with an officious Shur that will ſpoil all. 
In ſhort, Flippanta has been telling ker Miſtreſs. and Ara- 
minta, of my Paſſion for the young Gentlewoman ; and 
truly to oblige me (foppos'd no Ul Match by the bye) they 
are reſolv d to propoſe it immediately to her Father. x 
© Braſs. That's the Devil! we ſhall come to Papers and 
Parchments, Jointures and Settlements, Relations meet on 
both Sides; that's the Devil. 

Dick. 1 intended this very Day to propole to Flippanta, 
the carrying her off: And I'm ſure the zoung Houſewife 


vou d have tuck d up her Coats, and have march'd. 


Braſs.” Ay, with the Bcdy and the Soul of her. 

Dick, Why then what damn d Luck is this? 

© Erafs. "Tis your dainn'd Luck, noi inine: I have al- 
ways ſeen it in your ugly Phiz, in ſpite of ycur powder'd 
Perriwig Pox take ye he'li be hang” d at laſt, Nur 
douꝭt you try to get her off yet? 


Dick. 


h 


—————}-_ TC 


ever 
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Dick. 1 have no Money you Dog; you know you have 


ftript me of every Penny. 

Braſs. Come, damn it, I'll venture one Cargo more up- 
on your rotten Bottom: But if ever I ſee one Glance of 
your hempen Fortune again, I'm off your Partnerſhip for 

I ſhall never thrive with him. 

Dick. An impudent Rogue, but he's in poſſeſſion of my 
Eftate, ſo I muſt bear with him. [Afde. }- 

Braſs. Well, come, I'll raiſe a hundred Pounds for your 
Uſe, upon my Wife's Jewels here; [Pulling out the Neck- 
lace.) her Necklace ſhall pawn for't. | 

Dic. Remember tho, that if things fail. I'm to 
have the Necklace again; you know you agreed to 


that. 2 | ; 
' Prafſs.. Yes, and if I make it good, you'll be the better 
for't ; if not, I thall: fo you ſee where the Cauſe will 
pinc-; | | 


Det. Why, you barbarous Dog, you won't offer 


- 
- 


to 


* * 


Braſs. No Words now; about your Buſineſs, march. 
Go ftay for me at the next Tavern: I'll go to Hippanta, 
and try what I can do for you. E | | 

Dick. Well, I'll go, but don't think to——O Pax, 
Sir [Exit Dick. 

Brefs. (ſclus.) Will you be gone? A pretty Title you'd 
have to ſue me upon truly, if I ſhou'd have a mind to ſtand 
upon the Defenſive, as Proc I may ; I have done the 
Raſcal Service enongh to lull my Conſcience upon't I'm 
ſure: But *'tis time enough for that. Let me fee— 
Firſt I'll gp,to Flippanta, and put a ſtop to this Family 
way of Match-making, then fell our Necklace for what 
ready Money "twill produte ; and by this time To-morrow 
I hope we ſhall be in poſſeſſion of other jewel 
here; a precious Jewel, as ſhe's ſet in Gold: I beſieve for 
the Stone itſelf we may part with it again to x Friend 
for a Teſter, | | 


Exit. on 


4 
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g ** | | * „ a 4 ; 
ACT v. 


S C E N B, Gripe's Houſe, © leere 
Enter Braſs and Flippanta. 


Braſs. ELL, you agree I'm in the right, 4b t 
you ? 

Nip. I don't know; if your Maſter has the Eſtate he 
talks of, why not do't all above-board? Well, tho? I 
am not much of his. Mind, I'm much in his. Intereſt, 
and will therefore endeavour to ſerve him in his own, 
wa 
r lh That's kindly faid, my Child, and 1 belieye 1 
ſhall reward thee orie of theſe Days, with as pretty a Fel- 
low to thy Huſband for't, as — — 

Flip. Hold your prating, Jack-a-dandy, =_ leave me to 
my uſineſs. 

Braſs. 1 obey adieu [Kiſſes her.) , [Exit Braſs. 

Flip. Raſcal! | . 


Enter Corina... 


Cor. Ah, Flippanta, I'm ready to fink n my 2 
tremble under me, my dear Flippy. 

Flip. And what's the Affair? 

Cor. My Father's there within, with my Viother and 
e ; I never faw him in fo good a N in fy 

"et 
Flip. And is that it that frightens you fo? ? p 
Cor. Ah, Flippanta, be are juſt going ta ſpeak bin 
about my marrying the Colonel. 
: 44 Are they ſo? ſo much the worſe; they're too 
Orr. O no, not a bit; I ſlipt out on purpoſe, you muſt 
know, to give them an Opportunity ; wou'd *twere done 
already. 

Flip. I tell you no; get you in again immediately, and 
4 3 it. 

Cor. My Dear, Dear, Tam not able; I never was in 


ſuch a way before. 
Flip. 
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Flip. Never in a way to be marry'd before, ha? is no 
that it ? | 

Cor. Ah, Lord, if I'm thus before I come to't, Flip- 
panta, what ſhall I be upon the very Spot? Do but feel 
with what a thumpaty thump it goes. [Putting ber Hand 
to her Heart.] 

Flip. Nay it does make a filthy Buſtle, that's the Truth 
on't, Child. But I believe I ſhall make it leap another 
way, when 1 tell you, I'm cruelly afraid your Father 


won't conſent, after all. 


Cor. Why, he won't be the Death o'me, will he? 

Flip. I don't kxow, old Folks are cruel ; but we'll have 
a Trick for him. Braſs and I have been conſulting up- 
on the Matter, and agreed upon a ſurer way of doing it in 
ſpite of his Teeth. . 

Cor. Ay, marry, that were ſomething. 

Flip. But then he muſt not know a Word of any thing 
towards it. 

Cor. No, no. 

Flip. So, get you in immediately. 

Cor. One, two, three and away. [ Running off.) 

Flip. And preyent your Mother's ſpeaking on't. 

Cor. But is other way ſure, Flippanta? 
Flip. Fear nothing, 'twill only depend upon you. 
Cor. Nay then O ho, ho, ho, 1 pure that 


is. 6 [ Exit Corinna. 

Flip. (fola.) Poor Child | we may do what we will with 
her, as far as marrying her goes; when that's over, tis 
poſſible ſhe mayn't prove altogether ſo tractable. But 
who's here? my Sharper, I think: Yes. 


Enter Moneytrap. 


Mon. Well, my beſt Friend, how go Matters? Has 
the Reſtitution been 1ecerved, ha? Was ſhe pleas'd with 
it ? 

Flip. Yes, truly; that is, ſhe was pleas'd to ſee there 
was fo honeſt a Man in this immoral Age. 

Mon. Well, but a does ſhe know that twas I 
that 

Flip. Why, you mult know T began to give her a lit- 
tle fort of a Hint, and and fo——why, and fo ſhe be- 
gan to put on a ſort of a ſevere, haughty, reſerv'd, angry, 
torgiving Air. But ſoft ; here ine comes: You'll {ee how 


you 
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you ſtand with her preſently + But don't be afraid. Cou- 


rage. 
Mon. He, hem. 
| Enter Clariſſa. 


Tis no ſmall piece of good Fortune, Madam, to and you 
at home: I have often endeavour'd it in van. 

Clary. "Twas then unknown to me, for if I cou'd often 
receive the Viſits of ſo good a Friend at home, I ſhould be 
more reaſonably blam' > for being ſo much abroad. 

Mon. Madam, you make me 

Clay. You are the Man of the World whoſe Company 
I think is moſt to be deſir d. I don't —— you 
when I tell you fo, I aſſure you. 

Mon. Ala , Madam, your poor humble gervumt 

Clar. My poor humble Servant bowever (with all the 


Eſteem I have for him) ſtands ſuſpected with me for a vile 


Trick, I doubt he has play'd me, which if I could 
prove upon him, I'm afraid I ſhou'd puniſh him very ſe- 
verely. 


Mon. I hope, Madam, you'll believe I am not capable 


cf 

Clar. Look you, look you, you are capable of what- 
ever you pleaſe, you have a great deal of Wit, and know 
how to give a nice and gallant Turn to every thing ; but 
if you will have me continue your Friend, you mult leave 
me in ſome Uncertainty in this Matter. 

Man. Madam. I do then preteſt to you 

Clar. Come proteſt nothing about it, I am but too pe- 
neirating, as you way | perenave g but we ſometimes ſhut 
our Eyes, rather than break with our Friends; for a tho- 
rough Knowledge of the Truth of this Buſineſs, wou'd 
make me very ſeriouſſy angry. 

Mon. Tis verv certain, Madam, that 
Clay. Ccme, fay no more on't, I beſeech you, for I'm 
in a good deal of heat while I but think on't; if you ll 

walk in, I'll follow yon preſently. 
Mon. Your Goodneſs, Madam, is———— 


Flip. War, Horſe. [Aide to Maneytrap.] No fine 


Speec acs, you'll ipoil all. 

. Thu art a moſt incomparalile Perſon. 

FHF. Ny, it goes rarely; but get you in, and T'il 
ſay a little ſomething to my Lacy for you, While he's 
wem. , 


"Men. 
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Mon. But S't, Flippanta, how long do'ſt think ſhe may 
hold out ? 


Hip. Phu, not a Twelvemonth. 

Mon. Boo. 

Flip. Away, I fay. { Puſhing bim out.] 

Clar. Is he gone? What a Wretch it is! he never was 
quite ſuch a Beaſt before. 

Flip. Poor Mortal, his Money's finely laid out truly. 

Clary. I ſuppoſe there may have been much ſuch another 
Scene within between Araminta and my Dear: But I left 
him ſo inſupportably briſk, tis impoſſible he can have part- 
ed eich any Money : I'm afraid Breſs has not ſucceeded 
as thou halt done, Flippanta. | 

Flip. By my Faith but he has, and better too; he pre- 
ſents his humble Duty to Araminta, and has ſent her 
this. [ Shewing the Note.] 

Clar. A Bill from my Love for two hundred and fifty 
Pounds. The Monſter! he wou'd not part with ten to 
fave his lawful Wife from everlaſting Torment. 


Flip. Never complain of his Avarice, Madam, as Jong 
35 you have his Money. | | 


(lar. But is not he a Beaſt, Flippanta ? methinks the 
Reſtitution look d better by half. 

Flip. Madam, the Man's Beaſt enough, that's certain; 
but which way will you go to receive his beattly Money, 
for I muft not appear with his Note? 

Clar. That's true; why ſend for Mrs. Amlet; that's a 
mighty uſeful Woman, that Mrs. Alert. | 

tlip. Marry is the 3 we ſhou'd have been baſely puz- 
zled how to diſpoſe of the Necklace without her, twou d 
have been dangerous offering it to Sale. 

Clar. It wou'd fo, for I know your Maſter has been lay- 
ing out for't amongit the Goldſmiths. But I ſtay here too 
long. I muſt in and coquet it a little more to my Lover, 
Araminta will get Ground on me elſe. [Exit Clariſſa. 

Flip. And I'll go ſend for Mrs. Amlet. [ Exit Flip. 


SCENE opens. 


Araminta, Corinna, Gripe, and Moneytrap at a Tea- 
Table, very gay and laughing. Clariſſa comes in to em. 


Omnes. Ha! ha! ha! ha! 1 
Mon. Mighty well, O mighty well indeed ! | 
Clar. Save you, ſave you good Folks, you are all in 
rare Humour, methinks. . | 5 
* Gripe. 
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Gripe. Why, what ſhou'd we be otherwiſe for, Ma- 


d m? 

Clar. Nay, I don't know, not I, my Dear; but I han't 
had the Happineſs of ſeeing you ſo ſince our Honey-moon 
was over, I think. 

Gripe. Why to tell you the Truth, my Dear, tis the 
Joy of ſeeing you at Home ; Killing ber.] You ſee what 
Charms you have, when you are pleaſed to make uſe of 
em. 

Aram. Very gallant truly. 

Clar. Nay, and what's more, you muſt know, he's ne- 
ver to be otherwiie henceforwards; we have come to an 
Agreement about it. | 

Mon. V. hy, here's my Love and I have been upon juſt 
ſuch another Treaty too. J 

Aram. Well, ſure there's ſome very peaceful Star rules 
at preſent. Pray Heaven continue its Reign. 

Man. Pray do you continue its Reign, you Ladies; for 
tis all in your Power. ¶ Leering at Clariſſa.) 

Gripe. My Neighbour Money-trap ſays true, at leaſt II 
confeſs frankly [Ogling Araminta. ] 'tis in one Lady's 
Power to make me the beſt-humour d Man on Earth. 

Mon. And T'll anſwer for another, that has the ſame 
over me, {Ozling Clariffa.] | 

Clar. Tis mighty fine, Gentlemen, mighty civil Huſ- 
bands indeed. 
Grippe. Nay, what I fay's true, and fo true, that all 
Quarrels being now at an End, I am willing, if you pleaſe, 
to diſpenſe with all that fine Company we talk'd of to-day, 
be content with the friendly Converſation of our two good 
Neighbours here, and ſpend all my toying Hours alone 
with my ſweet Wife. " 

Mon. Why, truly, 1 think now, if theſe good Women 
pleas d, we might make np the prettieſt little neighbourly 
Company between our two Families, and ſet a Defiance to 
all the impertinent People in the World. 

Clar. The Raſcals! [A/ide.] | 

Aram. Indeed I doubt you'd ſoon grow weary, if we 
grew fond. | ; 

Gripe. Never, never; for our Wives have Wit, Neigh- 
bour, and that never palls. 

Clar. And our Huſbands have Generoſity, Araminta, 
and that ſeldom palls. _ 1 | 

Gripe. So, that's a Wipe for me now, becauſe I did not 
give her a New-year's Gift laſt time; but be good, and III 
think of ſome Tea-cups for you, next Vear. 1 | 

on. 
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Mon. And perhaps I mayn't forget a Fan, or as good 
a thing hum, Huſly. | 
Car. Well, upon theſe Encouragements, Araminta, 
we'll try how good we can be. 

Gripe. Well, this goes moſt rarely: Poor Moneytrap, 
he little thinks what makes his Wife fo eaſy in his Com- 
pany. [ Ade.) : 

Mon. I can but pity poor Neighbour Gripe. Lard, 
4. hat a Fool do his Wife and I make of him ? 
[ 5 

Clar. Are not theſe two wretched Rogues, Araminta ? 
Aide to Araminta.] 

Aram. They are indeed. [Aide 10 Clariſſa.] 


Enter Jeſſamin. 


Feſ. Sir, here's Mr. Clip, the Goldſmith, defires to 

ak with you. 

Gripe. Cods fo, perhaps ſome News of your Necklace, 
my Dear. 

Clar. That would be News indeed, 

Gripe. Let him come in. 


Enter Mr. Clip. 
Gripe. Mr. Cl, your Servant, I'm glad to ſee you: 


How do you do? _ 


Clip. At your Service, Sir, very well. Your Servant, 
Madam Gripe. | 

Clar. Horrid Fellow ! [ A/ide.} 
 Gripe. Well, Mr. Clip, no News yet of my Wife's 
Necklace ? 

Clip. If you pleaſe to let me ſpeak with you in the next 
Room, I have ſomething to ſay to you. 

Gripe. Ay, with all my Heart. Shut the Door after 
us. ¶ They come forward, and the Scene ſbuts behind them.) 
Well, any News ? | 

Clip. Look you, Sir, here's a Necklace brought me to 
ſell, at leaſt very like that you deſcrib'd to me. 1 
Gripe. Let's ſcet Victoria! the very fame. Ah my 
dear Mr. Clip Kiſſes bim. ] But who brought it you ? 
you ſhould have ſeized him. 

Clip. Twas a young Fellow that I know: I can't tell 
whether he may be guilty, tho' it's like enough. But - 
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has only left it me now, to ſhew a Brother of our Trade, 


and will call upon me again preſently. 

Gripe. Wheedle him hither, dear Mr. Clip. Here's m 
Neighbour Mneytrap in the Houſe ; he's a Juſtice, an 
will commit him preſently. 


Enter Braſs. + 


Grife. O, my Friend Braſs ! 

Braſs. Hold, Sir, I think that's the Gentleman I'm 
Jooking for. Mr. Clip, O your Servant; what, are you 
acquainted here? I have juſt been at your Shop. 

oy I only ſtept here to ſhew Mr. Grippe the Necklace 

ou leſt. 
; Braſs. Why, Sir, do you underſtand Jewels? [To 
Gripe.] I thought you had dealt only in Gold. But I 
{moke the Matter, hark you a Word in your Ear 
you are going to play the Gallant again, and make a Pur- 


chaſe on't for Aramiuta; ha, ha? 

Grippe. Where had you the Necklace? 

Braſs. Look you, don't trouble yourſelf about that; 
it's in Commiſſion with me, and I can help you to a Pen- 
nywerth on't.. 

Gripe. A Penny-worth on't, Villain? [ Strikes at him.} 

Braſs. Villain] a hey, a hey. Is't you or me, Mr. 
Clip, he's pleas'd to compliment? | 

Chp. What do you think on't, Sir ? 

Brajs. Think on't, now the Devil fetch me if I know 
what to think on't. 


Gripe. You'll ſell a Penny-worth, Rogue! of a Thing 
you have ſtolen from me. 

Braſs. Stolen! pray, Sir——what Wine have you drunk 
To-day ? It has a very merry Effect upon you. 

Gripe. Yeu Villain; either give me an Account how 
you ſtole it, or 

Braſs. O ho, Sir, if you pleaſe, don't carry your Jeſt 
too far, I don't underſtand hard Words, I give you Warn- 
ing on't ; If yon han't a mind to buy the Necklace, you 
mon let it alone, I know how to diſpoſe on't. What a 

Ox 

Gripe. O, you ſhan't have the Trouble, Sir. Dear 
Mr. Clip, you may leave the Necklace here. III call at 
your Shop, and thank you for your Care. 
Clip. Sir, your humble Servant. [Going.] 


Braſs. 
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Braſs. O ho, Mr. Clip, if you pleaſe, Sir, this won't 
do, [Stopping him.) I don't underſtand Raillery in ſuch 
Matters. 

Flip. I leave it with Mr. Gripe, do you and he diſ- 
pute it. ; [Exit Clip. 

Braſs. Ay, but 'tis from you, by your leave, Sir, that 
expect it. [Going after bim. 

Gripe. You expect, you Rogue, to make your Eſcape, 
do you? But I have other Accounts beſides this, to make 
up with you. To be ſure the Dog has cheated me of two 
hundred and- fifty Pounds. Come, Villain, give me an 
Account of 

Braſs.. Account of Sir, give me an Account of 


my Necklace, or FI make ſuch a Noiſe in your Houſe, I'll 
raiſe the Devil in't. 2 


Gripe. Well ſaid, Courage. 
Braſs. Blood and Thunder, give it me, or 
Gripe. Come, huſh, be wiſe, and I'll make no Noiſe of 
this Affair. | | 
Braſs. You'll make no Noiſe ! But I'll make a Noiſe, 
and a damn'd Noiſe roo. O, don't think to 
- Gripe. I tell thee I will not hang thee. 
Braſs. But I tell you I will hang you, if you don't give 
me my Necklace, I will, rot me. | 
Gripe. Speak ſoftly, be wiſe ; how came it thine ? who 
gave it thee ? 
| Braſs. A Gentleman, a Friend of mine. 
. Gripe. What's his Name ? 


Braſs. His Name I'm in ſuch a Paſſion IT have for- 
Ot it. 
1 Gripe. Ah, brazen Rogue thou haſt ſtolen it from 
my Wife: Tis the ſame ſhe loſt ſix Weeks ago, 
Braſs. This has not been in England a Month, 
Gripe. You are a Son of a Whore. 
Braſs. Give me my Necklace. \ 
Gripe. Give me my two hundred and fifty Pound Note. 
Braſs. Yet I offer Peace; one Word without Paſſion. The 
Caſe ſtands thus, either 'm out of my Wits, or you 
are out of yours: Now tis plain I am not out of my 
Wits, Ergo | 
Gripe. My Bill, Hang-Dog, or T'll ſtrangle thee, 
[They firuggle.] | | | 
Braſs. Murder, Murder! 


- LY. 
, : 5 
TY 2 
af. * — 
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Breath 
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Enter Clar.ſſa, Araminta, Corinna, Flippanta, and 
Moneytrap. | 


Flip. What's the Matter ? What's the Matter here ? 

Gripe. Ii Matter bim. 

Clar. Who makes thee cry out thus, poor Braſs ? 

Erajs. Why, your Huſband, Madam, he's in his Alti- 
tudes here. 

Criße. Robber, 

Brefs. Here, he has cheated me of a W 0 Neck- 
hace. 

Cor. Who, Papa? Ah dear me 

Clar. Pr ythee what's the Meaning of this great Emo- 
tion, my Dear? 

Grife. The Meaning is that 


I'm quite out of 
this Son of a Whore has got your Necklace, 
that's all. 


Clar. My Necklace 

Erie. 1 hat Birdlime there ſtole it. 

Clar. Impeſſible! f 

Bras. NMedam, you ſee Mafter's a little touch'd, 
that's all. I] wenty Ounces of Blood let looſe, wou'd 
ſet all right again. 

Crize. Here, call a Conſtable preſently. Neighbour 
Mcreytrap, you'll commit him. 

Erajs. D'ye hear? d'ye hear? See how wild he looks: 


how his Eres roll in his Head: Tie him down, or he'll 


do tome Miſchief or other- 

Cripe. Let ine come at him. 

Clar. Hold pr'ythce, my Dear, reduce things to a 
httle Temperance, and let us coclly into the Secret of 
this diſagrecable Rupture. 

Grite. Well then, without Paſſion z Why, you muſt 
know, (but I'll have him hang'd) you muſt know that he 
came to Mr. Clip, to Mr. Cl the Dog did——with a 
Necklace to fell ; ſo Mr. Clip having Mice before that 
(can you deny this, Surah ?) that you had loſt yours, 
hrings it to me. Lock at it here, do you know it again? 
Ah, you Traitor. [To Brafs.] 

Braſs. He makes me mad. Here's an Appearance of 
for ering now to the Company, and yal nothing in't in 
the bottom. | | 


Enter 


THE CONFEDERACY. 571 
Enter Conftable. 


Clar. Flippanta ! [Afide to Flippanta, Sewing the Neck- 


lace. 

Fits. Tis it, Faith; here's ſome Myſtery in this, we 
muſt look about us. | 

Clar. Fhe ſafeſt way is point blank to diſown the Neck- 
lace. | 5 

Flip. Right, ſtick to that. 

Gripe. Well, Madam, do you know your old Acquain- 
tance, ha? 

Clar. Why, truly, my Dear, tho' (as you may all ima- 
gine) I ſhou'd be very glad to recover ſo valuable a thing 
as my Necklace, yet I muſt be juſt to all the World, this 
Necklace is not mine. 5 

Braſs, Huxza— here Conſtable do your Duty; Mr. 
Juſtice, I demand my Necklace, and Satisfaction of 
him. , 

Gripe. I'll die” before I part with it, I'll keep it, and 
have him hang' d. 

Clar. But be a little calm, my Dear, do my Bird, and 
then thou' lt be able to judge rightly of things. 

Gripe. O good lack, O good lack. 

Clar. No, but don't give way to Fury and Intereſt both, 
either of *em are Paſſions ſtrong enough to lead a wiſe. 
Man out of the way. The Necklace not being really 
7 give it the Man again, and come d:ink a Diſh of 


ea. 
Braſs. Ay, Madam ſays right. 


Gripe. Oons, if you with your addle Head don't know 


your own Jewels, I with my ſolid one do. And if I part 
with it, may Famine be'my Portion, * 

Clar. But don't ſwear and curſe thyſelf at this fearful 
Rate; don't, my Dove: Be temperate in your Words, and 
juſt in all your Actions, twill bring a Bleſiing d on you 
and your Family. 

Gripe. Bring Thunder and Lightning upon me and my 
Family, if J part with my Necklace. 

Clar. Why you'll haye the Lightning. burn your 
Houſe about 'your Ears, my Dear, if you go on in theſe 
Practices. VEN | 

Man. A moſt excellent Woman this! LAH E.] 


l Euler 
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Enter Mrs. Amlet. 


Gripe. I'll keep my Necklace. | 

Braſs. Will you ſo ? Then here comes one has a Title 
to it, if I han't; let Dick bring himſelf off with her as he 
can. Mrs. Amlet, you are come in very good time, you 
loſt a Necklace t'other Day, and who do you think has 

ot it ? | 
. Aml. Marry, that I know not, I wiſh I did. 

Braſs. Why then here's Mr. Gripe has it, and ſwears 
tis his Wife's. 

Gripe. And ſo I do, Sirrah——look here, Miſtreſs, do 
you pretend this 1s yours ? 

Aml. Not for the round World I wou'd not fay it; I 
only kept it to do Madam a ſmall Courteſy, that's all. 

Clar. Ab, Flippanta, all will ont now. [A/ide to Flip] 

Gripe. Courteſy ! what Courteſy ? 

Anl. A little Money only that Madam had preſent 
need of, pleaſe to pay me that, and I demand no more. 

Braſs. So here's freſh Game, I have ſtarted a new Hare, 
I find. [Aſide.] | 

Gripe. How, forſooth, is this true? [To Clariſſa.] 

Clar. You are in a Humour at preſent, Love, to believe 
any thing, ſo I won't take the Pains to contradict it. 

Braſs. This damn'd Necklace will ſpoil all our Affairs; 
this is Dick's Luck again. [ Afide.} | 

Gripe. Are you not aſham'd of theſe ways? Do you ſee 
how you are expos'd before your beſt Friends here ? don't 
you bluſh at it ? 

Clar. I do bluſh, my Dear, but tis for you, that here it 
ſhou'd appear to the World, you keep me fo bare of Mo- 
ney, I'm forc'd to pawn my Jewels, 4 

Gripe. Impudent Houſewite ! { Raifing bis Hand to ftrike 


ber. 
ler. Softly, Chicken : you might have prevented all 
this, by giving nie the two hundred and fifty Pounds you 
ſent to Araminta e en now. 
Braſs. You ſee, Sir, I deliver d your Note: How I have 
been abus'd to-day ! 
 Gripe. I'm betray'd—Jades on both ſides, I fee that. 
OS nt 
Men. But, Madam, Madam, is this true that I hear ? 
Have you taken a Preſent of two hundred and fifty Pounds? 
Pray what were you to return for theſe Pounds, Madam, 
ha? 
ws Aram. 


* 
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Aram. Nothing, my Dear, I only took em to reim- 
burſe you of about the ſame Sum you ſent to Clariſſa. 

Mon. Hum, hum, hum. 3 | | 

Gripe. How, Gentlewoman, did you receive Money 
from him ? | 

Clar. O, my Dear, twas only in Jeſt, I knew you'd 
give it again to his Wife. MAS 

Aml. But amongſt all this Buſtle, T don't hear a Word 
of my hundred Pounds. Is it Madam will pay me, or 
Mafter ? EY | 

Gripe. I pay ? the Devil ſhall pay. 

Clar. Look you, my Dear, Malice apart, pay Mrs. 
Amlet her Money, and I'll forgive you the Wrong you in- 
tended my Bed with Araminta : Am not I a good Wife 
now ? 


Gripe. I burſt with Rage, and. will get rid of this Nooſe, 


* tho* I tuck myſelf up in another, 


Mon. Nay, pray, e en tuck me up with you. 3 
| [Exit Mon. and Gripe. 
Clar. & Aram. B'y, Deanes. . 


of IS Enter Dick. 


Cor. Look, look, Flippanta, here's the Colonel come at 
aſt. | 

Dick, Ladies, I-aſk your Pardon, I have ftay'd fo long, 
but 

Aml. Ah Rogue's Face, have. I got thee, old Good- 
for-nought ? Sirrah, Sirrah, do you think to amuſe me 
with your Marriages, and your great Fortunes? 'Thou 
haſt play'd me a rare Prank, by my Conſcience. Why, 
you ungracious Raſcal, what do you think will be the 
End of all this? Now Heaven forgive me, but I have a 
great Mind to hang thee for't. 


Cor. She talks to him very familiarly, Flippanta. | 


Flip. $0 methinks, by my Faith. 
Braſs. Now the Rogue's Star is making an End of him. 
Afide.) | 8 a N 

Dick. What ſkall I do with her? Aide. 

Anl. Do but look at him, my Dames, he has the 
Pyaar of a Cherubim, but he's a Rogue in his 

cart. | 
Clar. What is the Meaning of all this, Mrs. Amlet ? 

Aml. The Meaning, good lack! Why — 1 
powder d Raſcal here, is my Son, an' t e you; 

| "ci 4 7 * Graceleſe ? 


/ 
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 Graceleſs ? Now I'll make you own your Mother, Ver- 


mine. 

Clar. What, the Colonel your Son? 

And. "Tis Dick, Madam, that R Dick, 1 have 
ſo often told you of, with Tears trickling down my old 
Cheeks. - E | _—_— 

Aram. The Woman's mad, it can never be, 

Anl. Speak, Rogue, am I not thy Mother, ha? Did 
I not bring thee forth? ſay then. 

Dick. at will you have me ſay? you had a mind 
to ruin me, and you have don't; wou'd you do any 
more? PE 
Clar. Then, Sir, you are Son to good Mrs. Amlet? 
Aram. And have had the Aſſurance to put upon us all 


Aran. A | 
this while ? 


Flip. And the Confidence to think of marrying Corinna. 
_ Braſs. And the Impudence to hire me for your Servant, 


.who am as well born as yourſelf. 
_ Clear. Indeed I think he ſhou'd be corrected. 


Aram. Indeed I think he deſerves to be cudgell'd. 
Flip. Indeed I think he might be pumpt. 

Braſs. Indeed 1 think he will be hang'd. 

Aml. Good lack-a-day, Good Iack-a-day ! there's no 


need to be ſo ſmart upon him neither: If he is not a 


Gentleman, he's a Gentleman's Fellow. Come hither, 
Dick, they ſhan't run thee down neither: Cock up thy 


Hat, Dick, and tell them, tho Mrs. Amlet is thy Mother, 


ſhe can make thee amends, with ten thouſand Pounds 
to buy thee ſome Lands, and build thee a Houſe in the 
midſt on t. 6: | 
Lat St; bes 
; Ten: thouſand Pounds, Mrs. Amlet ? 

Aml. Yes forſooth ; tho' I ſhou'd loſe the hundred, you 
pawn'd your Necklace for. Tell em of that, Dick. 

Cor. Look you, Flippanta, I can hold no longer, and 
I hate to ſee the young Man abus'd. And fo, Sir, if you 
pleaſe, Im your Friend and Servant, and what's mine is 
yours ; and when our Eſtates are put together, I don't 
doubt but we ſhall do as well as the beſt of em. 
_ 1, Dich. Say ſt thou fo, my little Queen? Why then if 
dear Mother, will give us her Bleſſing, the Parſon ſhall 
give us a Tack, e*l1 get her a ſcore of Grand- children, 
and a merry Houſe we'll make her. {They kneel to Mrs. 

> "ET ha, ha, ha, the pretty Pair, the pret- 


ty Paix ! riſe my Chickens, riſe, riſe and face the ur 
a 5 * O 
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Id 


THE CONFEDERACY. 53 


of them. And if Madam does not deign to give her 
Conſent, a Fig for her, Dick—— Why how now ? 

Clar. Pray, Mrs. Armlet, don't be in a Paſſion, the 
Girl is my Huſband's Girl, and if you can have his Con- 


ſent, upon my Word you ſhall have mine, for any thing 


that belongs to him. | 

Flip. Then all is Peace again, but we have been more 
lucky than wiſe. ES 

Aram. And I ſuppoſe, for us, Clariſſa, we are to go 
on with our Dears, as we us'd to do. 

Clar. Juſt in the ſame Track, for this late Treaty of 

eement with em, was ſo unnatural, you {ee it cou'd 

not hold. But tis juſt as well with us, as if it had. Well, 
tis a ſtrange Fate, good Folks. But while you live, 
every thing gets well out of a Broil, but a Huſband. 


\ | Exeunt. 
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Spoken by Mrs. BARRV. 


2 E beard auiſe Men in Politicks lay down, 
What Feats by little England might be done, 
Were all agreed, and all would act as one. 
Ye Wives a uſeful Hint from this might take, 
The heavy, old, defpotick Kingdom ſhake, 
And make your Matrimonial Monſieurs quake. 
Our Heads are feeble, and we're cramp'd by Laws ; 
Our Hands. are weak, and not too firong our Cauſe : 
Yet would thoſe Heads and Hands, ſuch as they are, 
In firm Confed racy reſolve on War, 1 
You'd find your Tyrants——what Ive found my Dear. 
What only tauo united can produce 
You'we jeen to-night, a Sample for your Uſe : 
Single, we found we nothing could obtain ; 
We join our Force—and'we ſubuu d our Men. 
2 me (my dear Sex) they are not brave ; 
Try each your Man, you'll quickly find your Slave. 
I know they'll make Campaigns, riſe Blood and Life; | 


But this is a more terrifying Strife; 
They ll land a Shot, who'll tremble at a Wife. 

| Beat then your Drums, and your ſbrill Trumpets ſound, 
Let all your Vifits of your Feats reſound, 
And Deeds of War in Cups of Tea go round : 

The Stars are me 0K Fate is in your Hand, | 


In twelve Months Time you ve vangquiſh'd half the Land; 
Be wiſe, and keep em under good Command. 
This Year will to your Glory long be known, 
And 2 B your Triumphs down ; 
Your late Atchievements ever «will remain, 
For tho" you cannot boaſt of many ſlain, 
Your Pris ners ſbeau, JOU SA rade a brave Campaign. 


